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Everybody Has a Vocation 


Yours [s Simply God’s Will for You 


Rev. George L. Kane 


HERE are two classes of people 
whose lives lack worthwhile 
purpose and real meaning. 


The first is composed of those 
who are living and working only 
for themselves—to make money, 
to achieve fame or honor or to 
advance in business or society. 
They may even attain their goal, 
but their lives end in frustration 
and unhappiness, for neither mon- 
ey, success nor prominence of it- 
self can produce happiness. For in 
the last analysis all these objectives 
are so futile and meaningless. 

Then there are those who have 
become discouraged and disheart- 
ened, and have acquired the at- 
titude that they are unimportant, 
that they really don’t matter in the 
scheme of things, that no one is 
concerned about them. For this 
reason their work lacks purpose 
and meaning. 

Life Means Something 

This article is being written pri- 
marily for these two classes of 
people, but what I have to say 
should interest you no matter who 
you are or what you do. 
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Life must mean something more 
than money, worldly success or so- 
cial prestige, for life is not an end 
in itself. Life is only a preparation 
for another existence, endless and 
permanent, glorious and magnifi- 
cent. It is that other existence that 
gives our present life its only true 
meaning—that other existence and 
the God Who created both. 


First, I want to speak to people 
who belong to the second class I 
have described. I want to tell you 
that you are important, that you do 
matter in the scheme of things, 
that God is very much concerned 
about you. I don’t ask you to ac- 
cept my word only for this state- 
ment. I ask you to accept it on 
the word of Christ Himself. 

“See how the lilies of the field 
grow,” He says, “they neither toil 
nor spin, yet I say to you that not 
even Solomon in all his glory was 
arrayed like one of these. But if 
God so clothes the grass of the 
field, which today is alive and 
tomorrow is thrown into the oven, 
how much more you, O you of lit- 
tle faith!” (Matt. VI, 28-29). 

In other words, if God is so 
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much concerned with the growth 
and appearance of the flowers in 
the field, how much more is He 
concerned about you, whom He 
created to His Own Image and 
Likeness, to whom He has given 
an immortal soul, and whom He 
has destined to eternal happiness 
with Himself in Heaven? 


Yes, God knows all things in 
His creation, He is interested in 
all things, and He is interested par- 
ticularly in you. If you still doubt 
or question this important fact, 
listen to Christ speaking once 
more: 


God Is Concerned 


“Are not two sparrows sold for 
a farthing? And yet not one of 
them will fall to the ground with- 
out your Father’s leave. But as for 
you, the very hairs on your head 
are all numbered. Therefore, do 
not be afraid; you are of more 
value than many sparrows.” (Matt. 
X, 29-31). 

Yes, God is concerned about 


you, whether you are a millionaire 
or a beggar, whether you are 
learned or illiterate, whether you 
are old or young. No matter how 
lowly or insignificant you are in 
the eyes of the world, no matter 
how menial the task you perform 
to earn your living, God loves you, 
loves you with an everlasting love. 


He loves you as if you were the 
only person on earth. He even sent 
His Son into the world to redeem 
you so that He might have you 
with Him in Heaven for all eter- 
nity. 

That being so, Ged created you 
for a purpose. He created you in 
order that you might strive in this 
world to know Him, to love Him, 
and to serve Him in the best pos- 
sible way. 

He created you not just as an- 
other human being, not just as 
another citizen of your country, 
not just as the child of your par- 
ents, but He created you as you 
are, with -your own individuality. 
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EVERYBODY HAS A VOCATION 


He made you different from every 
other human being in the world. 

I think that it is important for 
all of us to remember that God 
is an artist, not a manufacturer. 
You have only to examine the lily, 
observe the sunset, or walk 
through the forest in late October 
to know what kind of artist God 
is. 
But what is the difference be- 
tween an artist and a manufactur- 
er? The manufacturer produces 
thousands of millions of articles 
which are all the same, which for 
all practical purposes are all identi- 
cal. He uses machines for mass 
production. He doesn’t give his 
personal attention to each indi- 
vidual article as it is produced. 

Similar But Different 

With an artist it is very differ- 
ent. Even when he paints the 
same subject over and over again, 
he paints it different each time. 
The difference may not be great, 
but the differences are there, evi- 
dent even to the most inartistic 
eye. 

And the artist must give his 
personal attention to every picture 
and to every detail of every pic- 
ture. Each painting receives the 
same painstaking care of the art- 
ist. Every touch is the artist's own. 

That is why I say that God is 
an artist, not a manufacturer—be- 
cause He has made every man 
and woman different from all oth- 
ers. Each man and woman receives 
individual attention in the creative 
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act of God. Do you now begin to 
realize that God is really concern- 
ed about you? 

Now, there is a very definite 
reason why the method of the art- 
ist must be different from the 
method of the manufacturer. The 
articles made by the manufacturer 
all have the same purpose, the 
same function. Every automobile 
coming off the assembly line is 
made for the same purpose, that 
of locomotion, to transport people 
or goods from one place to an- 
other. Every toothbrush is intend- 
ed to clean teeth, and every type- 
writer is designed for typing. 

But with the artist’s paintings it 
is very different. Every painting 
is intended to be seen, it is true, 
but each painting will do some- 
thing different to everyone who 
sees it. It will produce a different 
impression, it will create a differ- 
ent atmosphere from the atmos- 
phere created by any of the other 
paintings. 

Your Purpose In Life 


The same is true of the individ- 
ual human beings produced by the 
Divine Artist. All are intended to 
know, love, and serve God, but 
each has a different impression 
to produce, each has a different 
atmosphere to create in the world 
about him. In other words, each 
has a different vocation. 

Yes, you have a special vocation 
in life. The very fact that God 
made you different from all other 
men is proof that God wanted you 
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net only to be different from oth- 
ers but to do something different 
in the world. 

That is why God made you you 
and not someone else. That is why 
He gave you particular qualities 
of mind and heart. That is why 
He endowed you with certain in- 
tellectual and artistic abilities. 
That is why He gave you the par- 
ticular body you have and the 
kind of disposition and personality 
that are yours. 

Yes, I say again that you have a 
special vocation in the world, a 
particular place to fill, a special 
kind of work to do—all in God’s 
master-plan of creation. 

What ‘Vocation’ Means 


Let us consider what we mean 
by the word vocation. The import- 
ant thing about words, you know, 
is that when two people are using 
the same word they agree on giv- 
ing it the same meaning. If you 
and I were talking about an auto- 
mobile, it wouldn’t matter whether 
we called it an automobile or a car 
or a wheelbarrow provided we 
were both speaking and thinking 
about the same object. 

I want to make sure that you 
and I agree on the meaning we 
give to the word vocation. We all 
know that the word vocation is 
frequently used in a_ restricted 
sense with a reference to the 
priesthood or the religious life, as 
when we say that a boy or girl 
“has a vocation.” 

I do not intend to exclude that 


meaning from our discussion. I 
intend to use the word in a much 
wider sense—in a sense that will 
affect you, whatever your age or 
your condition of life or the type 
of work you do, provided, of 
course, that it is honest work and 
not in any way contrary to the will 


of God. 

First, then, I want to include in 
my use of the word vocation the 
four states of life: the single state, 
the married state, the religious 
life, and the priesthood. 

Most people are destined for the 
married state. That is as God and 
nature meant it to be. 


Some are called to religious life, 
and others are called to the priest- 
hood just as the Apostles were cal- 
led to the priesthood by Christ 
Himself. 


Some few have a vocation to the 
single state in the world. Of this 
state Our Lord said, “Not all can 
accept this teaching; but those to 
whom it has been given.” (Matt. 
XIX, 11). 


Learn What God Wants 


Since there are our states of life 
and since it is God’s will that 
everyone should enter one of these 
four states, it follows logically that 
the first duty of young people is 
to discover the state to which they 
are called by God. 

Unfortunately, this is precisely 
what a great many young people 
fail to do. Some remain in the sin- 
gle state not because they are 
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called to it by God, but through 
a desire to remain independent 
and free of responsibilities, or 
through a lack of courage and gen- 
erosity to enter marriage and raise 
families in the love and fear of 
God. 

Others rush into the married 
state without stopping to deter- 
mine whether it is actually the one 
intended for them by God or 
whether God may be calling them 
to one of the other states. 

Some young men and women 
who have genuine vocations to 
the priesthood or religious life are 
lacking in a spirit of sacrifice and 
they refuse God’s invitation. While 
such a call from God ordinarily 
does not bind under sin, a refusal 
often leaves much good undone in 
the world and sometimes one’s 
happiness in later life is marred by 
regrets. 

Pray Then Choose 


I appeal here especially to our 
young people to consider serious- 
ly their choice of a state of life. 
Choose only after much prayer, 
serious reflection, and wise con- 
sultation. In this way you will 
learn God’s will, and having learn- 
ed it, you can proceed courageous- 
ly and joyfully along the path 
marked out for you by God Him- 
self. 

Next there is the matter of the 
choice of the kind of work you 
will do in life and the motive for 
that choice. If we are honest, we 
must admit that the motives that 


induce many people to accept a 
job or position are not always the 
highest. Sometimes they are even 
the lowest. 


Many ask themselves such ques- 
tions as these: What can I get out 
of it? How much money will I 
make? How little will I have to 
work? Will it help me to advance 
socially? 

It is natural, of course, to seek 
the type of work you can do well, 
the type of work that will give you 
a full share of happiness and sat- 
isfaction. God certainly desires 
that for you, too. 

It is reasonable and right that 
you should want to select a job or 
position that will pay you a living 
wage or salary and that will even 
provide you with a_ legitimate 
measure of comfort and security. 
But once these are assured, let not 
mere money be the determining 
factor in your life’s work. If you 
do, your work can hardly become 
a vocation. 

Let’s put it this way. If you’re 
thinking of becoming a doctor, an 
engineer, a stenographer or a 
nurse, make sure that you take 
God into your plans. Or rather 
make sure that you fit into God’s 
plan. 

Ask yourself honestly such ques- 
tions as these: What does God 
want me to do? Does God want 
me to be a doctor or an engineer 
or a stenographer or a nurse? If 
I take this particular position, will 
I do anything to offend God? Can 
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I serve God and my neighbor bet- 
ter in this job than I could in any 
other that might be open to me? 


The failure of so many people 
to ask themselves such questions 
as these is one explanation for 
much of the unhappiness and frus- 
tration we see around us. It also 
explains many of the misfits in 
our society, many of the square 
pegs in round holes. 


The talents, abilities and apti- 
tudes that are yours have been 
given to you by God. They have 
been given to you for a purpose. 
Before you make your choice of 
your life’s work, God wants you 
to study yourself and analyze the 
gifts with which He has endowed 
you. 


It is pretty obvious that if a boy 
cannot do the most elementary 
type of calculation God does not 
intend him to be an engineer. If 
a girl can’t endure the sight of 
blood and swoons at the odor of 
chloroform, we can be fairly cer- 
tain that God doesn’t want her to 
become a nurse. 


One of the encouraging and 
progressive educational techniques 
of our day is vocational guidance, 
which has been introduced into 
many of our school systems. The 
pupils’ aptitudes and talents are 
measured and tested, and on the 
basis of the results young people 
are advised as to the type of work 
in which they are most likely to 
succeed. 


All this is excellent, provided,: 
of course, that a Christian inter,, 
pretation is given to the word suc- 
ceed. It should not be understood 
to mean “make the most money” 
or “achieve the greatest fame,” but 
rather “live the best kind of life 
in the sight of God,” or “do the 
most by way of service to God and 
to our fellow-man.” 

Your State Of Life 


I promised that what I would 
say would concern you no matter 
what your age, condition of life or 
the type of work you do. 

First of all, about your state of 
life. Are you in the right state? 
Are you sure that you are in the 
state in which God wants you to 
be? 

If not, is it too late to do any- 
thing about it? Are you, perhaps, 
still single and working as a miner 
or a garage mechanic and God 
wants you to be a priest? Perhaps 
you're a stenographer or a nurse 
and God has given you an invita- 
tion to religious life. 

Think it over, pray over it, and 
consult your confessor. 

If your state is definitely set- 
tled, what about your work? Are 
you doing the kind of work for 
which you are best qualified, the 
kind of work that God wants you 
to do? 

If not, see what you can do 
about making a change. Your work. 
can be and should be in your vo-- 
cation. Any type of work that is 
honest and not contrary to God’s 
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law can be a real vocation. You 
must make it so. 

_ If you are in a job or position 
where there is real danger to your 
moral life or to your eternal sal- 
vation or to that of others, you are 
under an obligation to change your 
employment. 


' Many years ago a man told me 
that he had been a member of a 
profession in which certain dis- 
honest and immoral practices were 
commonly accepted. After a few 
years he found that his own moral 
sense was becoming dulled and 
that the voice of his conscience no 
longer protested against these par- 
ticular practices. 

In a moment of serious self- 
examination he decided that if he 
was to remain an honest man and 
save his soul he had to abandon 
his profession and accept another 
type of work. That is precisely 
what he did. When I met him 
many years later, he was a mem- 
ber of the laboring class. 

If you are in the right place in 
life, if you are doing the kind of 
work for which you are qualified 
by nature and therefore by God, 
accept it as God’s will and make it 
a real vocation. 


Work For God 


Work primarily not for your 
wages or salary but work for God 
and for your neighbor. If you are 
working for God and with a con- 
sciousness that your work is God’s 
will for you, you will always be 


honest with your employer. It is 
far more satisfying to have your 
heart in your work than to have 
your eye on the clock. 


Suppose you belong to that vast 
army of men and women who do 
manual labor. Suppose you are a 
farmer, a fisherman, a miner, a 
steel worker, a seamstress or a 
housekeeper. Don’t forget that 
yours is a noble and an ennobling 
vocation. Your work is indispens- 
able—we couldn’t get along with- 
out it. The honest and upright 
members of the laboring class are 
kings and queens in any society. 

I need not remind you that 
many of the first priests and bish- 
ops of Christ’s Church were fish- 
ermen or that God chose as the 
foster father of His Son on earth 
a humble workman, a carpenter. 

To you I say: Do your best and 
give an honest day’s work for an 
honest day’s pay. Live close to 
the Author of nature as you live 
close to nature herself. Make your 
labor your vocation by working 
for God and for your fellow-man. 
You have the assurance of Christ 
Himself, “The laborer deserves his 
wages.” (Luke X,7). 

Archbishop Cushing of Boston, 
in a recent pamphlet, states that 
one of our most urgent responsi- 
bilities is to restore the sense of 
vocation to life. “Vocation, stated 
in the briefest possible fashion,” he 
says, “means God's will for me.” 

That’s what I mean when I say 
that everybody has a vocation. 
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Would You Like to 
Say Mass, Too? 


Rev. Richard Ginder 


FATHER ATWATER tosses fit- 
fully in his sleep. Slowly, he be- 
comes aware that the telephone is 
ringing. Now he is wide awake, 
every nerve in his body tense. He 
reaches for the phone by his side: 
“Yes,” he says softly, “-——oh! 
that’s too bad. Can he still swal- 
low?———I'll be right over.” 

There has been an accident up- 
town. One of his parishioners has 
been badly hurt. 

He dresses quickly and rushes 
over to the church. A glance at 
his watch shows that it is one- 
thirty in the morning. 

Another Soul For Christ 


Swiftly, he goes to the sanctu- 
ary and gets the Oil of the Sick. 
Two candles flicker in the dark- 
ness as he puts on his stole and 
opens the tabernacle. From the 
golden ciborium he reverently lifts 
a sacred host and lays it in his 
pyx. This he tucks in his leather 
burse and carefully puts in his in- 
side coat-pocket, throwing the 
burse-cord around his neck.—Then 
out to his car and up to the scene 
of the accident, breathing prayers 
all the way. 


The crowd falls back respect- 
fully as the priest kneels by the 
side of the dying man. 

“Joe,” he says, “it’s Father At- 
water. You've been pretty badly 
hurt, and I’m going to give you 
Holy Communion. Make an act 
of contrition while I give you ab- 
solution.” 

The prayer comes feebly as the 
words of absolution cut the guilt 
from the man’s soul: 

“I absolve thee from all censures 
and sins, in the name of the Fath- 
er, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost. Amen.” 

Then, raising the Blessed Sac- 
rament and making the sign of the 
cross with it, the priest lays it 
carefully on the injured man’s 
tongue, saying: 

“Receive, brother, the Viaticum 
of the body of Our Lord, Jesus 
Christ. May He keep thee from 
the wicked enemy and lead thee 
to life everlasting. Amen.” 

With careful assurance, Father 
Atwater now moistens his thumb 
with holy oil and marks the man’s 
forehead in Extreme Unction: 

“Through this holy anointing, 
may the Lord forgive thee thy sins, 
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‘in the name of the Father, and 


of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. 
Amen.” 


Last of all comes the plenary in- 
dulgence: 


“With the power granted me by 
the Holy See, I grant thee full par- 
don and remission of all thy sins, 
and I bless thee, in the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and 
of the Holy Ghost. Amen.” 


Another soul has been prepared 
for eternity. Another soul will meet 
Christ smilingly through the zeal 
and devotion of one of His priests. 
No,—Father Atwater would not 
want to be called a hero. What 
he did was only in the line of 
duty. <Any priest, he might say, 
would have done the same. 


Priests Don’t Boast 


He’s right, too. Priests don’t 
boast. Their people never dream 
of the hours spent in chilly con- 
fessionals, of the mornings and aft- 
ernoons spent tramping up and 
down the Janes and byways of 
their parishes, or visiting hospit- 
als and sick parishioners. Priests, 
if they would, could tell us of the 
long preparation necessary for 
their sermons and instructions; of 
the many evenings spent in the 
rectory parlors, going over the 
catechism with converts; of the 
hundred and one demands made 
on them by the work of Christ. 


Priests could tell us of these 
things, but they don’t. They are 


too busy. They are too deeply in 
love with their work to share its 
secrets. They are holding the bat- 
tlefront for Christ, snatching souls 
from hell. They are _ interested 
only in pleasing Our Lord. They 
don’t want the praise of men. 


The Work Is Hard 


There is hard work in the priest- 
hood. The priest must be up early 
to open the church and make his 
preparation for Mass. After break- 
fast, he spends the best part of an 
hour reading the Divine Office; 
then there is desk work of all sorts 
—letters to be answered, bills to be 
paid, orders to be made out, and 
plans to be laid for parish pro- 
grams and meetings. 


The afternoon usually means 
visiting the sick of the parish, cal- 
ling on various families for infor- 
mation of one kind or another, be- 
friending prospective converts, 
etc.; that is, when there is no First 
Communion class to be taught, no 
sermon to be prepared, or no con- 
fessions to be heard. 


Sunday is the busiest day of all. 
Most priests offer two Masses on 
that day, reading the Gospel and 
announcements each time, and 
preaching for ten or fifteen min- 
utes. Remember, too, that Father 
doesn’t have breakfast until after 
his second Mass. He is usually a 
very tired man when he pulls his 
chair up to the table around noon- 
time. Then he must hurry back to 
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the church for baptisms at one. 
Devotions won't be held until 
seven-thirty in the evening. 


So—if you want an easy life, 
don’t be a priest! If you want hap- 
piness, then be a good priest!—and 
your life will be a heaven on earth. 


Real Happiness 


There are so many consolations 
in the priesthood! Think of what it 
is to change bread and wine into 
the body and blood of Our Lord, 
to pick Him up and hold Him, as 
the Blessed Mother did, to carry 
Him down to the altar railing and 
give Him to your mother and 
father in Holy Communion—as 
you will, at your First Mass... 


Think of the joy a priest has in 
receiving a sinner back to the 
Church, in restoring joy to troub- 
led souls, in advising and consoling 
poor people who need the grace of 
Christ! 

What could be greater than 
pouring the waters of Baptism over 
the head of a baby and becoming 
a spiritual father to it? What could 
be more satisfying than receiving 
a convert into the faith, taking his 
solemn oath of allegiance to Christ, 
baptizing him, helping him 
through his first confession, and 
then giving him for the first time 
the Bread of Life? 

Conferring the sacraments, 
preaching, teaching—this is the 
work of God, to which He invites 
you, a holy work, a work which de- 


mands that you become another 
... 
Those who want to be priests 
are given a careful education by 
the Church, It takes four years of 
high school, four years of college, 
and still another four years of the- 
ology and the sacred sciences, 


These twelve years are spent in 
the seminary, a school existing for 
just that purpose. The life there 
is not easy, although most priests 
will say that their seminary days 
were the happiest of their whole 
life. There is discipline in the sem- 
inary, and hard work, but it is 
sweetened by much prayer and 
frequent periods of pleasant recre- 
ation. It is simply a long, narrow 
path leading to the beautiful life 
we have just described. 


Should you feel that you want 
to serve God as a priest, you ought 
to see your pastor at once. The 
sooner you get into the seminary, 
the better it will be for you, so 
don't delay. If you are in the 
eighth grade; or past that, then 
you are old enough to know your 
own mind. Besides, in the semi- 
nary, you will have many years 
in which to think things over, and 
there will be wise, experienced 
priests to help you settle the mat- 
ter. Naturally, you don’t want to 
be a misfit, nor does the Church 


‘want to have a misfit. 


Go to your pastor and talk 
things over with him. Be frank. 
Tell him all about yourself. Answer 
his questions truthfully. He will do 
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his level best for you; you can be 
sure of that. 

-» Don’t let a lack of money stand 
in your way. Your pastor may be 
able to help you get around that 
problem. 

Should you choose the priest- 
hood, you must know that you will 
have many failures and disappoint- 
ments. No one can escape those. 
But, in the long run, your life will 
be the beginning of your heaven 
en earth. One great priest elo- 
quently described the ministry 
when he wrote: 


“To live in the midst of the 
world without wishing its plea- 
sures; to be a member of each 
family, yet belonging to none; to 
share all sufferings; to penetrate 
all secrets; to heal all wounds; to 
go from men to God and offer 
Him their prayers; to return from 
God to men bringing pardon and 
hope; to have a heart of fire for 
charity and a heart of bronze for 
chastity; to teach and to pardon, 
console and bless always—what a 
glorious life! And it is yours, Priest 
of Jesus Christ!”—Lacordaire. 


Visit Europe During Marian Year 


In response to the Holy Father’s plea that Catholics or- 
ganize pilgrimages to the shrines of Mary during the Marian 
Year, thousands of Americans are making plans now for Euro- 
pean tours. Among some fifteen tours announced so far is one 
sponsored by Our Sunday Visitor. 


The O.S.V. pilgrimage will visit Ireland, England, Italy, 
Switzerland, France and Belgium. It provides for optional 
trips to Spain and Portugal. Pilgrims will sail from New York 
on July 6 and return on August 17. Outbound sailing will be 
on the world-famed luxury liner the R.M.S. Mauretania and re- 
turn on the Queen Elizabeth. 


This is the Visitor’s fifth annual pilgrimage to European 
shrines, and promises to be the best of five good ones. It will be 
an all-expense, fully escorted tour managed in cooperation with 
the Catholic Travel Division of the American Express Company. 
The Rt. Rev. Msgr. John Sabo, Dean of the South Bend Deanery 
in the Diocese of Fort Wayne, will be the spiritual leader. 


Minimum rates range from $1,150 for Tourist to $1,515 for 
First class passage. For complete details and descriptive litera- 
ture write to Our Sunday Visitor, Huntington, Indiana. 
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The Veil 


Its Lure ... Its Penalties ... Its Awards 


Florence McIntyre 


HAT is the lure of The Veil, 

that deeply moving compul- 
sion which causes a perfectly nor- 
mal, good-looking, fun-loving 
American career girl to set aside 
the things of this world for a life 
among the religious? 

Most of the young women who 
enter the convent find in_ its 
quiet environs estatic joy, perfect 
peace, lasting satisfaction, wor- 
shipping God in prayerful medita- 
tion, working hard among the least 
of His flock. 

Not long ago I had the pleasure 
of meeting with one of these for- 
tunate happy human beings. We 
were aboard the “RMS Nieuw Am- 
sterdam,” voyaging from LeHavre, 
France, to New York. 


I Meet A Texan 


Wearing her becoming black 
and white habit, this tranquilly 
beautiful young nun was seated 
opposite me at table in the ship's 
dining salon. Looking at her that 
first night at dinner, observing her 
large, soft dark eyes, her olive- 
rose skin, I wondered as to her 
nationality. Was she French, or 
Italian, or Spanish, or what? 

So, nodding “Good Evening,” I 
asked: 
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“Do you speak English, Sister?” 

“Oh, yes indeed,” she replied 
pleasantly, flashing perfect white 
teeth, “I'm an American, a Texan, 
to be precise. I've been serving 
my novitiate in Spain these past 
two years, trying to learn the 
Spanish language and a_ great 
many other things which I must 
know to qualify as a teacher at 
our Mission House in the States. 
I like Spain,” she volunteered. “Its 
old-world customs, the gracious 
good manners of its people, the 
kindliness of the nuns among 
whom I worked there. But,” she 
sighed, “Ill be mighty glad to see 
my U.S.A. once more.” 

The days of our voyage slid by, 
as our ship tossed wildly in the 
Atlantic, and the little nun and I 
held fast to our adjacent deck 
chairs thus to become better ac- 
quainted. 

Known in her Order of the 
Daughters of the Immaculate Con- 
ception as Sister N. Angela Fran- 
ces, she had been christened 
Frances Conrad in the little town 
of Somerset, Texas. On graduating 
from the Sacred Heart Academy, 
San Antonio, Texas, and attending 
classes at the Lady of the Lake 
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College, St. Mary’s University in 
that city, Miss Conrad secured a 
Civil Service position which as- 
signed her to a post in the admin- 
istration section of Brook General 
Hospital, San Antonio. 

Later, her work took her to 
Dallas, where she also served in 
a hospital capacity. While she was 
in Dallas World War Two broke, 
and Miss Conrad answered her 
country’s call to the colors. She 
became a WAVE. 


“So you joined the Navy and 
saw the world,” I chided her, good 
humoredly. 


“Saw the world,” she said, “only 
as it poured in greater and greater 
volume through the hospital doors 
at Treasure Island, San Francisco, 
where I was assigned as a WAVE 
and again as a hospital worker. I 
remained there for the duration. 
That’s how I joined the Navy and 
saw the world.” 

“Sort of a grim world for a 
pretty young girl, wasn’t it?” I 
asked. 


Fun, Too 


“Not all of it,” she answered 
reminiscently. “We had our share 
of fun, too. Plenty beaus in the 
Navy to flounce a girl about and 
I had my full share of the flounc- 
ing. Listened to all the sweet- 
nothings and the ‘baloney’ which 
is poured into most young girl's 
ears. Guess I ran the whole emo- 
tional gamut in that respect, for 
I had a proposal of marriage, too. 
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He was very attractive, tall, hand- 
some and a gentleman and of 
course I was greatly flattered when 
he asked me to become his wife. 

“But,” she continued, “some- 
where deep, down within me an 
urge toward a religious life had 
been born and I simply had to 
follow that urge. The more I saw 
and heard of the ruthlessness of 
war in all four corners of the earth, 
the more I realized the need for 
teaching mankind how better to 
live together. If there’s ever a 
hope of peace, you’ve got to get 
hold of people when they're 
young, train them spiritually and 
economically. You’ve got to teach 
them how to play square with 
God and with their fellow man, 
teach them something which will 
enable them to make a living in 
this rugged world. 


“And where better can a wo- 
man find a sphere for work such 
as that than with an order of 
nuns who specialize in teaching? 
A nun, you see, is devoid of fam- 
ily ties which bind her to one 
place. She is free to travel any- 
where her work may call her, 
without neglecting a family. She 
is assured the sanctuary of a con- 
vent everywhere she goes and she 
has the comraderie of her fellow 
nuns. She accepts them as her 
family, and taking them all in all, 
nuns are a jolly lot, you'll scarcely 
find a sour-puss among ’em,. Our 
sense of kinship is close and warm 
and we are never at a loss to know 
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that someone loves us, for God is 
our love, staunch, true, unfail- 
ing.” 

Mom Laughed 


Sister N. Angela Frances had 
shown me a photograph of her 
lovely mother and other members 
of her family, so I asked: 


“What did your mother say 
when you announced to her your 
intention of becoming a nun?” 


“She laughed at me, of course. 
Tried ridicule to talk me out of 
what she termed a mere adolescent 
notion, promising that with time 
it would pass. When time passed 
and my desire to become a nun 
did not pass, she saw that I was 
in deadly earnest and so she gave 
her consent. And I am sure that 
had my dad been living, he too 
would have given his consent, for 
he had always told me to do only 
that which I thought to be right.” 

So it was that Miss Frances 
Conrad, former U.S. Navy WAVE 
entered St. Angela’s Convent at 
Somerset, Texas, to don her novi- 
tiate veil, later to be sent to Spain, 
thence home aboard the “RMS 
Nieuw Amsterdam,” where I met 
her. 

As a member of the Order of 
the Daughters of the Immaculate 
Conception, she will take over a 
elass of young people at their 
Mission School in Somerset, Texas. 

“You see,” she went on to ex- 

plain, “it is very necessary that I 


have a good working knowledge 
of the Spanish language and know 
something of the Spanish tempera- 
ment, because most of the chil- 


dren who attend our mission 
school at Somerset come from 
households speaking only the 


Spanish language. Many of these 
families have migrated to the 
States from below the border. 
They do not always understand 
our ways, our ideals, our democ- 
racy. All of them want to be- 
come good American citizens and 
it is our hope and purpose to help 
them attain that goal. 


My True Vocation 


At schools conducted by the Or- 
der of the Daughters of Mary Im- 
maculate throughout the world, 
students receive training which 
fits them for an approach to high- 
er education, or to places in the 
crafts and trades. 


Taking just a single aspect of 
their work -for instance. Every 
young lady graduating from these 
Mission preparatory schools, must 
be adept at dressmaking, in fact 
must be a first class dressmaker 
before she can earn her diploma. 
She must know how to make skill- 
fully, most every garment worn by 
the feminine contingent of the 
family, from finely embroidered 
lingerie to the coarser outer gar- 
ments such as dresses, suits, coats, 
et al. 


“And these girls are wonderful 
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sewers,” Sister added proudly, 
“some of them turn out to be fine 
designers, toe.” 

The radiant joy shining from 
the tranquil face of this nun 
prompted me to exclaim: “You're 
one of the happiest people I’ve 
ever met.” 

“I am happy,” she declared em- 
phatically, “why not, I’ve found 
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my place in the world, my true 
vocation.” 

My true onan Three little 
words which explain, perhaps, the 
lure of The Veil, and when a 
girl finds herself truly possessed 
of a vocation for the religious 
life, she must follow her compul- 
sion to set aside the things of this 
world, and become a nun. 


A Short Story 


The First Day 


Robert Cormier 


Reprinted from The Sign* 


E TOOK the long way home, a 
route that would circle the 
town and take him along the rail- 
road tracks by the Moosock River, 
ending eventually near St. Anne’s 
Church. He wanted to be alone for 
a while, alone with his thoughts. 
And his thoughts were all of 
Therese. 

Dusk crept through the quiet 
streets and a low moon trailed 
along the horizon. The scent of 
autumn filled the evening. Some- 
where, someone burned leaves and 
the bitter-sweet odor of Novem- 
ber hung in the air. It was au- 
tumn in his heart, too. 

As he turned down Spruce 


*Monthly magazine published in Union City, New Jersey 


Street to take the short-cut to the 
tracks, he heard a woman’s voice 
echoing in the twilight. “Laura! 
Laura! Come on home this min- 
ute. It’s getting dark... .” And a 
shrill, piping voice answered: “Aw, 
Ma, let me stay out a while. Five 
minutes more. We're having fun.” 

Let her stay out five minutes 
more, Edmund urged silently, let 
her stay. At least, in five minutes 
she will come into the house, run- 
ning to your arms and you will 
have her. As he walked along, 
the voice of the child still in his 
ears, he thought again of Therese. 

He had kept his mind busy dur- 
ing the long hours at the factory 
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and later at home during supper 
with Marie and the boys. But after 
eating and reading the news- 
papers, he had to leave the house. 
He went to the Franco-American 
Club and played cribbage with his 
old crony, Al Pelletier, but he 
could not keep his mind on the 
game. 


He shook his head and told him- 
self that the older he got the more 
childish he became. He scolded 
himself in French, the language 
of his people, the language in 
which he always thought. He told 
himself that he was only a senti- 
mental old man and that the sor- 
row that filled his heart should be 
gladness. But he was defenseless. 
His only daughter was gone. His 
only girl. 

Yesterday, a windswept Sunday, 
they had driven her to the con- 
vent. Joe, who drove them there 
in his new, shiny sedan, said he 
had kept track of the distance and 
the convent was 183 miles away. 
But there are some distances 
which can never be measured. 

They had left Therese there 
alone, in the huge convent where 
your foot-steps echoed endlessly 
in the corridors and time seemed 
to stand still. She had seemed like 
a little girl suddenly, small and 
alone despite the smile on her lips. 
When the time came to say good- 
by, she had kissed them all, but 
she had a big hug for her Dad. 
A big hug and a whisper: “I'll pray 
for you every night. And don't 


forget to pray for me.” She had 
always been his girl. - 


He walked along the river now 
and the ripples in the’ water 
caught at the moonlight. He look- 
ed back over his shoulder — the 
way he had looked back yesterday 
through the rear window of the 
car as they drove away from the 
convent. He had _ looked back, 
imagining for one stunning mo- 
ment that Therese would come 
running down the steps, shouting 
for them to come back, come back 
and get her. But it hadn't hap- 
pened, of course. 

So now Therese would become 
a nun, a Sister wrapped in yards 
and yards of black and white 
cloth, the rich brown hair tucked 
away where none could tousle. 
You have your children and sud- 


denly they are gone, Edmund 
thought. 
He remembered the evening 


when he had first lost her, al- 
though he had not been aware 
of it at the time. She had come 
into the house one Thursday 
night after going to Confession so 
that she might receive Holy Com- 
munion next morning for the First 
Friday. She had sat on the arm 
of his chair while he read the 
sports pages in the newspaper. 
“Looks bad for the Red Sox,” he 
told her. 

But Therese, who could quote 
batting averages with the best of 
them, was not interested in base- 
ball at the moment. “Dad,” she 
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said, putting her hand on his 
shoulder tenderly, “I want to talk 
to you about something. I guess 
it'll surprise you. But — Id like 
to become a nun... .” 


The words had astonished him, ’ 


left him speechless. “Oh, Dad, I 
know it’s a surprise but it’s some- 
thing that’s been on my mind for 
a long time. I never said anything 
but I... I prayed a lot.” She 
got up and walked to the window 
with that long, boyish stride of 
hers. 

The impact of the announce- 
ment did not register with him 
immediately. Even after she had 
discussed the matter with her 
mother, the Sisters at the convent, 
and the pastor, good Father Rich- 
ards. Even after the pamphlets 
from the many different convents, 
the applications, the interviews, 
and the final choice. 

Not Therese. His only girl. Five 
boys he and Marie had brought 
into this world and watched them 
grow. Five boys and a_houseful 
of baseball mitts, football pen- 
nants, and corduroy trousers. Five 
boys constantly opening and clos- 
ing the refrigerator in the end- 
less search for food, wrestling on 
the living room floor, dressing for 
the big dates. And bringing home 
the girl friends. Something had 
been missing, however, something 
that Edmund could not put into 
words. 

And suddenly in the early twi- 
light of the years that he and 
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Marie shared together, a girl had 
been born to them. A gray-eyed, 
happy bundle of laughter and mis- 
chief. Edmund was a steady work- 
er at the shop and, except for the 
time when he went to the hospital 
for that operation, he had never 
missed work. But when Therese 
was born, by golly, he had taken 


_ three days off from work to cele- 


brate. That was something to cele- 
brate. 


Now, before she was eighteen 
years old, she was gone. He never 
thought that Therese would be 
the one to enter religious life. Not 
Therese who played baseball in 
dungarees and climbed the trees 
in Whitton’s Field and who broke 
more windows one summer with a 
slingshot than all the boys put to- 
gether. Not Therese with the 
laughter in her eyes, the good nat- - 
ure that bubbled out of her, the 
high spirits. Not Therese, who 
rooted for the Red Sox. 


She was always a good girl; she 
belonged to the Children of Mary, 
went to Confession and Commu- 
nion every month, but whoever 
thought that she would say, one 
night, “Dad, I think the only way 
I ever can be really happy is to 
be a nun... .” 

The arrangements had _ been 
made. There had been farewell 
parties and her picture was print- 
ed in the newspapers. The excite- 
ment, the preparations, the quick, 
full days had passed. It had been 
a proud thing but he could not 
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reconcile his energetic, talkative 
girl with the silent, solemn nuns 
he passed sometimes on the street 
near the convent of St. Anne’s 
parish, 

He had told this to good Father 
Richards one night. They had sat 
on the piazza talking, the priest 
resting a moment on his way back 
from ministering to old Mrs. Ren- 
ault. 

“Ah, mon vieux, you think the 
Sisters go around all the time with 
faces long as winter. But you only 
see them in church on Sunday at 
the High Mass or pass them some- 
times on the street. You know, I 
have known the nuns most of my 
life, and I have always been struck 
by their happiness. No, they do 
not wear happiness on_ their 
sleeves. It is in their hearts. 

“Therese, now, she will be a 
fine nun. She has a big heart, you 
can tell that when she laughs. But 
I have seen her praying also. .. .” 

As he walked along now, he 
yealized that he was nearing the 
church. He wondered whether he 
had chosen this way home so that 
he would pass the church and 
somehow draw consolation from it. 

The tall, gray church with its 
steeple that pointed like a finger 
toward the sky loomed in front of 
him. He heard the town clock 
ringing nine, the chimes carrying 
on the soft evening air. Three 
more hours and this first, long day 
would be over. 

The street in front of the church 


was strangely deserted. He tried 
the door but it was locked. So he 
sat down on the steps and lit his 
pipe and stared into the night. 


He wondered whether, at this 
moment. Therese was happy. 

sudden footstep nearby 
startled him. He looked up and 
saw the figure of Father Richards, 
silhouetted against the glow from 
the streetlight, coming toward 
him. The priest joined him on 
the steps and for a moment neither 
spoke. They sat there, staring into 
the night. 

“I know... I know.. .” Father 
Richards murmured. His voice was 
soft, tender, unlike the voice he 
used in sermons on Sundays. 

“Do you, mon pere?” Edmund 
asked, harshly. “Has your right 
arm ever been taken from you?” 
Edmund knocked his pipe against 
the steps. “No, I’m sorry, Father. 
I'm a selfish old man, I guess, try- 
ing to lick my wounds.” 

“No, Edmund, you're a father 
who thinks he has lost a daugh- 
ter. And because you are a good 
father and love your children, it 
hurts.” The priest paused, grop- 
ing for words. “First days are 
long, Edmund, and this day has 
been long and hard for you. But 
first days are always difficult.” 

Edmund turned toward Father 
Richards. | He realized that the 
priest was attempting to give him 
comfort. He also realized that 
there was ‘little anyone could do. 
The sadness was inside of him. 
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He wondered if something from 
outside could dispel it. 

Father Richards said: “You 
know, Edmund, there is one face 
that I have never forgotten. It 
was long ago, long ago. The face 
of my mother. It was the day I left 
the house with my _ belongings 
wrapped in a paper bag, ready to 
hike to the seminary some miles 
away. She stood at the door — I 
can see her still — and her face 
was all sadness. But there were 
no tears. She told me afterward 
that that first day was the longest 
of her life.” 

“But what of the days after 
that?” Edmund asked. “Are the 
days shorter afterward or better?” 

“Afterward? Let me_ tell you 
something, Edmund. When a girl 
like Therese leaves to enter religi- 
ous life, it means that God has 
moved in her soul. But do you 
think He, in His goodness, has for- 
gotten you or your wife?” 

The priest’s voice was a whis- 
pering plea, tracing the edges of 
the night. “It’s a thing of pride 
to have a daughter as a nun. You 
have been proud and you will be 
prouder still. And think — if God 
loves your daughter so much that 
He called her to Himself, how 
much must He love the ones who 
bore this child and raised her in 
her innocence.” 

“But, why should I be sad, then, 
mon pere? Is it wrong?” 

The priest talked on, but the 
pleading tone “You 


was gone. 
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know, Edmund, a guarantee that 
God loves you does not include a 
life on this earth without pain or 
sorrow. Even the great Saints 
knew their dark night of the soul. 
Even your Therese will have her 
moments of doubt. 


“I like to think,” the priest con- 
tinued, gazing into the sky, “that 
God gives the parents this long, 
first day because He, Himself, 
probably saw His mother’s face 
when He first went His way. One 
day, and then. . .” 


“And then .. .” Edmund echoed. 

“And then it’s up to you,” the 
priest answered. “Look, Edmund, 
it’s getting late. I imagine Marie 
waits for your at home. I imagine 
this day has been long for her as 
WH 

Edmund left the priest and 
walked along the _ street, home- 
ward. His thoughts suddenly turn- 
ed to Marie and he thought: poor 
Marie, I think only of myself. The 
wind rose slightly and he felt the 
breeze on his face. Silently, he re- 
peated the words of the priest to 
himself. “If God loves your daugh- 
ter so much that He called her to 
Himself, how much must He love 
the ones who bore this child and 
raised her in her innocence.” 

As he turned down the street 
to his home, he thought again of 
Therese and somehow he felt a 
great love, a great tenderness, and 
a great humility. It was not yet 
midnight, but he knew that the 
long. first day was over. 
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Really God's Servants 


Call Me ‘Brother’ 


Brother Mario, C.F.X. 


Not so long ago the reading 

public was treated to a de- 
lightful little book, “Everyone 
Calls Me Father.” In it the author, 
Father X., wrote the life of a priest 
the first few years after ordination. 
Father X. had no intention, but he 
unwittingly wrote an expression to 
which every religious brother can 
bear witness—Everyone calls me 
Father. 


Quite naturally people associate 
a Roman collar with a chasuble, 
stole, or Sunday sermon. It is nev- 
er good to get hot under the collar, 
especially if it is a Roman collar; 
so the brothers of the Church are 
quite used to, “Hello, Father” or 
a tip of the hat and a mumbled 
“Good afternoon, Father.” But just 
who are these men of mistaken 
identity? 


True Vocation 


To some the religious brother 
is one studying to be a priest, the 
brotherhood being a sort of intern- 
ship to the priesthood. To others 
he is one who has failed to master 
the intricacies of Latin and was 
content to stop half way up the 
ladder that leads to the altar. 
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Despite the very evident sin- -- 
cerity of these over-the-back-fence : 


definitions, none of them is cor- 
rect. I once asked a little fellow 


if he knew what a brother was. - 
“Sure,” he answered, “brothers are - 
sisters only they're men.” His def- - 
inition certainly deserves a chuck- . 


le, but he was on the right track. 


If he were capable of expanding ° 


his concept of a brother, he prob- 
ably would have said something 
like this: 

In the Catholic Church there 


are priests and _ religious. 


The 


essential mark of the priesthood is : . 


a valid ordination, conferring on 


the priestly soul a spiritual sign, . , 
giving him the power to adminis- : - 


ter Christ’s sacraments. The re- 
ligious life, however, is distinct 
from this. Those in the religious 
life take upon themselves the three 
vows of poverty, chastity, and 


obedience, promising to live ac-. 


cording to the rule of their insti-. 
tute or order. 

Beyond this some religious as- 
pire to the priesthood and receive 
the same spiritual sign as do secu- 


lar priests. From this we can see . 


the true character of the brother- 
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heod. Brothers are religious bound 
by vows and a rule, as are religious 
priests, but they do not aspire to 
the extra responsibilities of the 
priesthood. 


The idea of the brotherhood is 
by no means new. About the third 
century there grew up in the 
Church groups of holy men called 
monks. These men retired from 
the world to lonely places, living 
lives of the highest sanctity under 
the rule of a superior or sometimes 
as hermits. They did not set their 
hearts on the high ideal of the 
priesthood but were content to live 
as monks or brothers. 


Brother Francis 


This was the birth of the broth- 
erhood as we know it today. As 
time went on and the needs of the 
Church became more complex, 
communities composed chiefly of 
priests sprang up. But even later, 
when St. Francis and St. Dominic 
founded their Orders, they wel- 
comed men who had no desire to 
be priests, but preferred to serve 
as religious brothers. In fact St. 
Francis himself never became a 
priest. 


Today in home and foreign mis- 
sions, in schools, hospitals, wher- 
ever Christ’s work is being done, 
the brother is helping the priest 
in his work. With none of the con- 
solations of saying Mass or of per- 
forming the sacred functions, the 
brothers’ life is not a glamorous 
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one but it certainly is an inter- 
esting and worthwhile one. 


Here in Christ’s Church there 
are little souls in little bodies to 
be taught the truths of Faith. The 
teaching brother is here to instruct. 
Christ said that we would always 
have the poor, and then He sent 
the brothers to ladle out soup for 
them. 


There are churches to be built 
in pagan China, and a brother can 
handle a saw as well as a rosary. 
There is much work to be done, 
far too much for the priest busy 
with sacramental duties, and un- 
fortunately too much for the small 
number of brothers. The number 
of brothers in the United States is 
some 8,000 and it has been esti- 
mated that there is work for 100, 
000. 


Need Is Great 


Surrounding the title of brother 
there is a sense of completion. 
With only a wisdom which the 
Church can command, she has 
given us a family of spiritual lead- 
ers. There is the priestly father 
whom we all love and respect. For 
the young and sick of the world 
the Sister has given her life. Com- 
pleting the spiritual family, is the 
brother in the classroom or work- 
shop. 

They tell the story about the 
Sister who was walking through 2 
poor and shabby section of a large” 
city. It was a sunny August day, 
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and front porches and steps were 
crowded with tenants out for the 
sun and air. As the Sister walked 
by, every eye caught her, particu- 
larly one youngster who looked 
wide-eyed at her. In her black 
habit she looked like someone out 
of a story book. As the Sister pass- 


ed him, he gazed at her and then 
gulped. 

“Hello, Mrs. God.” 

She had made him lift his mind 
above his surroundings to God. 
And that is the aim of every mem- 
ber of the spiritual family—to raise 
all the minds and hearts of the 
world to God. 


Causes of Juvenile Delinquency 


The Senate Juvenile Delinquency subcommittee heard some 
of the reasons for crime by youth. They include lack of religion 
in the home and working mothers, according to Msgr. Joseph 
E. Schieder, nationally-known youth director. 


He told the Senate subcommittee that the present youth of 
this country “are the finest group” the nation has ever known. 
But, he added, “If a child is reared in a home where God is a 
stranger, where attendance at church or the synagogue is only 
something that he hears other young people talking about, 
obviously then God the Giver of laws is indeed Somebody for- 


eign to him.. 


. If God and His teachings are unknown to a 


teenager, what is there to prompt respect for. parents?” 


Regarding working mothers, he said, “it has been well 
said ‘No one can do two jobs and do them well.’” He said the 
most important job today is that of raising a family, but that in 
1953 there were 5,300,000 working mothers and that 5,200,000 
had children under 18. He told the senators that there are many 
mothers who are forced to work, but added there are others 
who allow their children “to roam the streets at all hours of the 
night because mother is working on the swing shift.” 


He also indicted the indecent magazines of the day. He said 
that Police Gazette, shunned by a bygone society as indecent 
is “a nursery tale book” compared to some that teenagers read 
today. 
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Marriage 


A Great and Holy Vocation 


Rev. John A. O’Brien 


T? most people a vocation seems 

to mean a call to the religious 
life. That indeed is a vocation, 
and a sacred one, but it is not the 
only one. Marriage, too, is a voca- 
tion, and a high and holy one. Too 
frequently marriage has been treat- 
ed as a purely secular enterprise, 
stripped of its religious and di- 
vine character. 

In an address to the superiors of 
various religious orders and com- 
munities, His Holiness, Pope Pius 
XII, requested them in their work 
of recruiting vocations to the re- 
ligious life not to do so by be- 
littling the dignity or the holiness 
of the married state. That state 
is ordained by God, as the Holy 
Father pointed out, and we must 
keep its divine character ever be- 
fore the minds of those who aspire 
to it. 

In accordance with the express- 
ed mind of the Supreme Pontiff 
we propose to set forth the sacred 
and divine character of the voca- 
tion of marriage so that all who 
enter this holy state will under- 
stand the high mission to which 
God has called them. They will 


23 


thus be prompted to enter this 
state as in a spirit of dedication, 
determined faithfully to fulfill the 
duties of the family life, upon 
which depend both the temporal 
welfare of society and the eternal 
welfare of immortal souls. We 
address our words not only to 
youth looking forward to marriage, 
but also to parents, teachers and all 
concerned with the direction of 
youth. 


Vocation of Majority 


It is the married state to which 
God summons the overwhelming 
majority of mankind: they are 
charged with a mission of supreme 
importance — the conservation of 
the human race. 


For entrance into the priesthood 
Christ instituted the sacrament of 
Holy Orders. For entrance into 
the family life He instituted the 
sacrament of matrimony. That, 
too, as Saint Paul tells us, is “a 
great sacrament.” It elevates a 
man and woman to a lofty dignity 
and makes them God’s co-workers 
in the propagation of the race. 


Love, courtship and marriage 


“Sls 
Pee 
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are so often treated in a spirit of 
levity that it is worthwhile to point 
out that they are part of a divine 
plan. This is disclosed with simple 
beauty in Genesis. Almighty God 
has created man and given to him 
dominion over all living things. 


Sovereign of Paradise that Adam 
was, richer than any man in ma- 
terial wealth and in the chaste 
beauty of nature’s virgin land- 
scape, there still remained, in spite 
of it all, a void and emptiness that 
rested like a sombre pall upon his 
Jonely heart. Then out of the heav- 
ens the voice of Almighty God is 
heard: “It is not good for man to 
be alone: let us make him a help- 
mate like unto himself.” 

When Adam gazes upon the 
face of Eve, his eves behold a 
new beauty and a_ loveliness 
which nothing in all the vast pag- 
eantry of nature can duplicate or 
rival. The emptiness in his heart 
vanishes: in its place he feels a 
new and a strange emotion stirring 
within him. Life takes on a new 
meaning, a fresh significance. 


God’s Plan For You 


Moved by a divine impulse, he 
plights his deathless troth to Eve. 
There under the white canopy of 
the virginal sky, in the morning of 
life, in the presence of the priest- 
hood of nature, Adam seals his 
vow with the first kiss of love. 
With prophetic vision into the un- 
written future, Adam, inspired by 
God, proclaims the law for all his 


progeny: “Wherefore a man shall 
leave father and mother, and shall 
cleave to his wife and they shall 
be two in one flesh.” 


It is the great mystery of human 
love which makes two hearts beat 
as one. It is a sacred flame; for 
it is kindled by a spark from the 
eternal and uncreated love of God. 
God created a helpmate to be a 
companion for man, a promoter of 
his happiness and a protector of 
his virtue. 


Fashioned by the Almighty 
hand as the complement to man’s 
incomplete nature, woman _ has 
been. endowed by God with that 
divine forgetfulness of self that en- 
ables her to find her happiness in 
ministering to the happiness of 
man. She increases the joy of 
victory and softens the sting of 
defeat. In short, the chief happi- 
ness on this earth is found in the 
bosom of the Christian home. 


Some 25 years ago a young man, 
whom I was instructing in the 
Catholic Faith, said to me: “Fa- 
ther, when the clock in our office 
registered five, I was always at 
my wit’s end to devise ways of 
passing the evening. I was rest- 
less at the club-rooms, tired of 
the movies, bored at the taverns. 
Then the prospect of returning to 
a lonely empty room, night after 
night, became almost a nightmare. 
After I married and God blessed 
us with a child, I could scarcely 
wait for the clock to strike five, 
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so anxious was I to ‘get home to 
my wife and child. 


“I learned the hard way,” he 
continued, “that man can’t find 
happiness ... alone. It’s contrary 
to nature, contrary to God’s plan. 
Now that I’ve achieved the great 
joys of conjugal love and father- 
hood, I can truthfully say that I 
am just beginning to live. Until a 
man has partaken of these two 
great experiences, he doesn’t know 
the meaning or the purpose of 
human life.” 


Echo Of God’s Words 


As I listened to him, I thought 
‘I could hear an echo of the words 
of Almighty God “It is not good 
for man to be alone.” 

In creating man, male and fe- 
male, God _ instituted marriage 
and stamped upon the conjugal 
union the imprint of the divine. 
‘Christ raised marriage to the dig- 
nity of a sacrament, making it spe- 
cifically the sacrament of the laity 
4vho administer it to each other, 
‘independently of the priesthood; 
for it is the conjugal consent of 
two spouses which alone renders 
their union an image of the union 
of Christ and His Church. 
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Thus it is that the general priest- 
hood, conferred in baptism, finds 
in marriage its loftiest and noblest 
expression. “The matrimonial do- 
main,” points out Karl Adams, “is 
the only one within the Body of 
Christ in which sacramental grace 
is poured forth from the fullness 
of grace of Christ’s humanity di- 
rectly upon the members without 
priestly mediation.” Hence, mar- 
riage and priesthood complement 
each other. 

By its very nature love is a sac- 
red thing, an element of natural 
religion; and it is peculiarly fitting 
that in revealed religion the con- 
summation of love in marriage 
should be elevated by Christ to 
the dignity of a sacrament. Matri- 
mony places upon the shoulders of 
its recipients a mantle of holiness, 
indicating henceforth their part- 
nership with God. Well has it 
been said: 

A partnership with God is mother- 
hood. 

What strength, what purity, what 
self-control, 

What love, what wisdom, should 
belong to her 

Who helps God fashion an immor- 
tal soul. 


‘Debunking’ Namesake 


Some people have expressed the hope that my reign may 


mark a new Elizabethan age. 


Frankly I do not myself feel at 


all like my great Tudor forebear who was blessed with neither 
husband nor children, who ruled as a despot and was never 
able to leave her native shores.—Queen Elizabeth II 


= 
* 
4 


This Is a Vocation, Too 


The Single State 


Rev. Hugh Calkins, 0.S.M. 


HE main reason millions of un- 

married men and women are 
discontented with being bachelors 
is: They don’t properly recognize 
their vocation in life. 


It’s no mere accident that in 
today’s world we have such huge 
numbers of unmarried _ persons. 
The causes are many and varied. 
But most people fail to recognize 
God’s Divine Providence that per- 
mits these causes to operate. 
Surely, if not even a feather falls 
from a bird’s wing, not a snow- 
flake melts in the sun, without 
God’s permission, surely then mil- 
lions of persons being unmarried 
is allowed for some divine pur- 
pose. If the very hairs of our heads 
are numbered, as Christ told us, 
certainly the days of single exist- 
ence are marked out by God. To 
see and follow out God’s will 
brings happiness. So it’s possible 
for today’s bachelors to be happy 
though single. 


Let’s Be Kind 


We address our following re- 
marks to women, but they are 
largely applicable to unmarried 
men as well, 


It would help single women a 
great deal to adjust themselves to 
single blessedness, if the rest of us 
were more kind and understand- 
ing. A Catholic girl wrote me re- 
cently and complained that priests 
so seldom give sermons about the 
special life, work, problems of the 
bachelor girl. I had to admit she 
was right: my effort may some- 
what make up for such neglect. 
But notice how other women, par- 
ticularly married women, make 
life extremely difficult for the 
single girl. Consciously or not, 
married women act as if they were 
successes — they got their men — 
while the single woman, regard- 
less of her marvelous business or 
social gains is regarded as a fail- 
ure. That’s a false attitude, based 
on the idea that marriage or the 
nunnery are the only vocations for. 
women. Couldn’t married women. 
try to be more understanding 
about single women? 


It Is A Vocation 


But the single girl herself must 
work out the formula that makes 
her happy though single. That 
formula is built upon the convic- 
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THE SINGLE: STATE 


tion that being single is a voca- 
tion. The Holy Father, Pope Pius 
XII, recently called it a “mysteri- 
ous vocation,” probably because 
God so often produces surprising 
results through single women His 
Providence guided away from 
marriage. 

’The way the Pope described 
this vocation was to say: “The girl 
who perforce remains unmarried 
recognizes in the vicissitudes of 
life the call of the Master. . . She 
gives up the fond dream of her 
adolescence and youth to have a 
faithful companion in life and set 
up a family. And in the exclusion 
of matrimony she recognizes her 
vocation.” 

Look around the troubled world 
of today. You'll see endless tasks 
women must accomplish. All wo- 
men have the direct responsibility 
to take part in social and political 
life today. Godless materialism is 
trying to beat down the very foun- 
dations of family life. Women 
must ward off these attacks, build 
afresh what has been ruined al- 
ready. What a challenge this can 
be for the single woman, who so 
often feels her life is futile and 
aimless. She has fewer home ties, 
more time, more thought and en- 
ergy to devote to this vast field. 
If a single woman dedicates her 
life to God through loving service 
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of human beings, she is living a 
richly useful and happy life. 


Who can ever say a woman’s 
life is unimportant if she enriches 
other lives around her? Take 
spheres of activity like these — 
promoting laws to repress crime 
and immorality, rehabilitate the 
young people who are’ morally 
derelict, protect and restore to use- 
ful life fallen and delinquent 
girls, bring back to the home and 
family circle full responsibility for 
education of children which too 
many modern states try to snatch 
away. In such fields of activity, 
single women can do eternally 
valuable work. 


Bachelor girls who begin to 
think along these lines of serving 
human beings, in their bodily and 
spiritual needs, as a fulfillment of 
their dedication to God, will not 
complain about single life being 
useless. They will see that for the 
family of their own they passed 
up they have substituted a family 
scattered over the nation, over the 
world. Thus single women can at- 
tain to full personal self realization, 
achieve a life of great social use- 
fulness, give themselves to the 
practice of endless good works and 
sO reap a generous measure of 
genuine happiness, though they 
are single. 


In Norwalk, Calif., a housewife pleaded innocent to an 
‘arson charge by stating that it was easier to burn down her house 
than clean it up. 
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‘Remember Man...’ 


Lent Sharpens Your 
Sense of Values 


N ADDITION to the great les- 
son of self-mastery, Lent brings 
home to mankind the fickleness of 
the world’s applause and its in- 
sufficiency to satisfy the hunger in 
the soul of man. On Ash Wednes- 
day the Church seeks by a color- 
ful and impressive ceremony to 
drive home to her children the 
transiency of this earthly life and 
the wisdom of seeking to attain 


the life eternal. 


The palms which were blessed 
on the previous Palm Sunday to 
remind us of the Saviour’s tri- 
umphal entry into Jerusalem, 
when the multitudes waved them 
aloft shouting, “Hosanna to the 
Son of David,” and strewed them 
in profusion on the road _ over 


. which He rode — these palms the 


Church burns to ashes. Then sum- 
moning her children to the altar 
railing she places these ashes on 
the brow of each in the form of a 
cross, while she whispers in the 
ear of each the words of warning: 
“Remember man thou art but dust. 
and unto dust thou shalt return.” 

Why speak to youth in whose 
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eager eyes there burn the fires 
of life, and on whose cheeks there 
rests the bloom of youthful vigor 
— why speak to them of dust and 
ashes, of death and the hereafter? 
Why lessen their zest for life and 
its pleasures? The Church thus 
speaks to them, not to lessen their 
zest for life, but to give them a 
sense of values. 


Narrow Horizon 


She shoves back the narrow 
horizon of youth, removes the veil 
from the senses, reveals the tran- 
sient character of earthly things 
and points out the folly of seek- 
ing enduring happines in that 
which is so ephemeral. The 
thought of death and the here- 
after is salutary at times for old 
and young, for it prompts one to 
answer aright that supreme ques- 
tion which the Master addresses 
to each us of: “What doth it profit 
a man, if he gain the whole world, 
and suffer the loss of his own 
soul?” 


The wholesome effect of a pro- 
found realization of the transiency 


LENT SHARPENS YOUR SENSE OF VALUES 


of human life and human beauty 
is illustrated by an incident in the 
life of St. Francis Borgia. Francis 
was Duke of Gandia and Captain- 
General of Catalonia, and one of 
the most honored chevaliers at the 
Court of Spain. Isabella was 
known throughout Europe for her 
charm, her Spanish vivacity and 
for the striking beauty of her 
countenance. Often had Francis 
braved death while carrying the 


' banner of Aragon and Castile into 
‘» the thick of the battle, knowing 


that he would be rewarded with 
a word of praise from his beloved 
Queen. He found his greatest hap- 
piness in basking in the sunshine 
of her smile and drinking in with 
greedy eyes her charming love- 
liness. 


A Last Look 
In 1539 there fell to his lot the 


‘sad duty of escorting the remains 
-'-of his beloved Queen to the royal 


’ burial grounds at Granada. In or- 


' der to verify the body as that of 


Isabella, the coffin was uncovered. 


- Eagerly Francis stepped forward to 


take one last lingering look at the 
beautiful countenance of his be- 
loved Queen. He had no sooner 
done so than his face grew livid, 
his eyes wild with terror, as he 


shrank back. 


“No! No! Good God!” he cried, 


Honesty: A great many persons who preach that honesty 
is the best policy give you the impression that they haven’t 
paid a premium in a long time.—O. A. Battista. 


“it can’t be! It can’t bel Those 
eyes, that face, that smile! They 
can’t have perished so utterly.” 


What was the sight that greeted 
his eyes? A face of wondrous 
beauty? No. A face hideous and 
ugly in its putrefaction, the loath- 
some prey of worms and maggots 
pulling it back to dust and ashes. 


“God grant,” cried Francis, 
“that I seek not to find my happi- 
ness henceforth in that flesh which 
perisheth so quickly, but only in 
that eternal Beauty which never 
knows decay.” 


Francis devoted his services 
thereafter to a heavenly King, 
seeking as a humble missionary to 
win souls for Christ. 


From the most beautiful face in 
all Spain, for whose look of ap- 
proval soldiers faced death with 
a smile, to a sight so foul and 
loathsome as to fill the spectator 
with revulsion — what a change! 
Gaze at the most beautiful face 
you have ever seen with eyes that 
speak like a rapturous symphony, 
with a smile that warms and en- 
dears, and in a few short years will 
you be able to overcome your 
loathing to gaze upon it when 
death has touched it with its 
finger of decay? “Remember man 
that thou art but dust, and unto 
dust thou shalt return.” 
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| Angry Praying and 


My Mother's Irish ‘Temper 


Eileen M. Egan 


[Ts a sure thing that my moth- 
ers temper is going to help get 
her into Heaven. Raising a large 
family has been trying to her pati- 
ence, but she always found an out- 
let by scolding and praying at the 
same time. Surely her guardian 
angel will put that on the credit, 
rather than the debit side of her 
account, ignoring the anger, and 
savoring only the prayer. 

When we were children, her 
nightly battle was to get us to do 
our homework. Every five min- 
utes, it was, “Go into the dining 
room and start your homework. . . 
Do you hear me, Eileen? . . . Are 
you listening, Rita? .... Are you 
paying any attention at all to me, 
Joe? . . . Turn off the radio, and 
get started on your lessons; it'll 
soon be bedtime. . .” And so twen- 
ty minutes and half an hour would 
pass, while we  blandly ignored 
Mom’s reminders and _ worked 
crossword puzzles, or played domi- 
noes. 

Finally, with a stamp of the 
foot, and her eyes flashing, she 
would explode, “May the good and 
loving Savior give me_ patience 
this night! May the good Lord 


look down on me with the parcel 
of disobedient children I have! 
May God and His Blessed Mother 
help me to put up with the likes 
of you!” 


Strangely enough, this always 
had an electrifying effect on us. 
When Mom started praying, we 
jumped! 


Mrs. Sullivan’s Hat 


I remember one day when I was 
about twelve years old, I was help- 
ing Mom do the shopping one 
Saturday afternoon. She ran into 
her friend, Mrs. Sullivan, and as 
they stood chatting, I was fascin- 
ated, and then mesmerized, by 
Mrs. Sullivan’s hat. She always 
had peculiar taste in hats, but this 
particular specimen was positively 
weird. 


“Why are you staring at me, 
child”? asked Mrs. Sullivan. 


“Your hat,” I gulped, without 
thinking, “it’s so funny looking, 
Mrs. Sullivan.” 

Mrs. Sullivan looked daggers at 
me, but Mom stared into space 
as though she were stone deaf. 
After they parted, however, Mom 
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MY MOTHER’S IRISH TEMPER 


gave my arm a jerk, and demand- 
ed, “In the name of all that’s good 
and holy, what am I going to do 
with you? The dear Lord knows 
and sees I’ve tried to teach you 
manners. Holy Saint Joseph, help 
me to keep my hands off her!” 
After that, I never insulted Mrs. 
Sullivan again. Mom’s praying 
really shook me! 


She never turns on the light in 
the evening without saying, “The 
light of Heaven to us, and the 
grace of a happy death.” And she 
never says she'll undertake a pro- 
ject, however slight, without add- 
ing, “with God’s help.” That’s the 
softer side of her praying. 


But I can remember once in 
my schooldays when she had me 
next to her at Mass. I went 
blithely to Communion with her, 
and didn’t say a prayer at the 
altar railing. She noted my omis- 
sion, also the fact that I'd for- 
gotten my prayerbook. On our way 
home from Mass, she let me have 
it — indirectly. “Dear Blessed Vir- 
gin, why did I ever waste my time 
sending her to the Sisters’ school? 
And all the holy pictures she’d 
bring home after winning spelling 
bees, and everything. It all rolled 
off her, like water off a duck’s 
back. Well, dear Lord, you know 
I've done my best, anyway. The 
rest is up to her.” 


I did feel rather ashamed that 
time. I always went to Mass with 
my prayerbook thereafter. 
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Treasures Or Pests 


Mom always called us her 
treasures — all eight of us. She 
often called us pests too. But never 
by saying simply, “You’re a pest.” 
The Irish are more devious and 
roundabout in these matters. 

“Mom,” I said to her one night, 
“if you're going to visit Mrs. Sulli- 
van, I want to go with you.” 

“I'm sorry, treasure,” said Mom, 
“but it’s a very cold night and be- 
sides, it’s to late for you to be 
out.” 

“It's only eeeiiiggghhhttt!” I 
whined. “I want to go out.” 

“Now, don’t try me,” said Moin 
in a vexed voice, as if she sus- 
pected a battle coming up. 

“Aw, but I’m not little, like the 
others. I’m the ooollldddeeesssttt!” 
I wailed. 

“Are you going to start crying 
now like a big baby?” asked Mom, 
facing me, with her coat buttoned 
up to the chin. 

“I want to see Kathleen.” 

“Kathleen will be in bed.” 

“No, she won’t — Mrs. Sullivan 
lets her stay up till nine-thirty.” 

Mom sat down wearily. 

“Now, look, pet,” it’s _ little 
enough enjoyment I have. If I 
want to chat with Mrs. Sullivan 
an hour or two, surely you don’t 
begrudge me.” 

My father sat in his corner, 
smoking and reading the paper. 
He didn’t — and doesn’t — get 
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into these arguments. His praying 
is strictly private. 

“No, I don’t begrudge you, 
Mom. Honest. But I want to go. 
I want to.” 


“You want to, you want to!” 
Mom rose suddenly and her voice 
rose at the same time. “It’s I want 
— I want — morning, noon, and 
night. One would be as well off 
in jail. At least there’d be some 
peace there.” 

“Who's talking about jail?” I 
asked petulantly. “I haven't done 
anything! I only want to go with 
you.” 

“And I said no, and I’m saying 
it now — No!” 

“Aw, I w—” 


‘Holy Saint Michael’ 


“Holy Saint Michael!” exclaim- 
ed Mom, her eyes uplifted, and 
her petition directed this time to 
the slightly lower orders, “do you 
hear this child? What ails her at 
all, at allP She knows she should 


be in her nice warm bed tonight, 
and that her mother and 
wouldn’t misdirect her for the 
world. Dear Saint Michael, what 
am I going to do with her at all?” 

I began edging toward the bed- 
room door, at the first three words. 
That was the tipoff that Mom had 
reached the limits of her patience, 
and I didn’t want to wait for the 
finish and probably get smacked. 
I vanished! 

My mother’s agility in angry 
praying hasn't lessened with the 
years. We are older now, and less 
troublesome, but whenever we get 
under her skin, she can pray her 
way to patience and resignation 
without assistance of rosary beads 
or prayerbooks. It takes just a dash 
of Irish invective, mixed with a 
very real and personal feeling for 
God and the members of His 
Kingdom who watch daily over 
all good children, and naughty 
children, and their sorely tried 
fathers and mothers. 


Wallops for Innocents 


Reporting a school lacrosse match between the College of 
Our Lady and the College of the Holy Innocents, a Canadian 
newspaper with unconscious humor, put up the following head- 
line: “Our Lady Wallops Holy Innocents.” Which reminds 
me that, a few years ago, a Dublin headline stated: “Cardinal 
Beats Mitred Abbot by a head.” Seasoned punters, however, 
were not in the least startled. They knew it was the prelude 
to a report of a race-meeting—not, as the uninitiated might 
have thought, of an unprecedented athletic contest.—Liam 


Riordan in the Irish Catholic. 
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Doctor Advises on 


The Child—Young Adult 


Robert P. Odenwald, M.D., F.A.P.A. 


HERE can be no question that 

each child is born with certain 
physical, mental and _ emotional 
components that are his and his 
alone, and make him an individu- 
al, a self. 

As we work with so-called prob- 
lem children it becomes more and 
more apparent that the environ- 
ment has. an important role in the 
development of a child. No single 
incident in the life of a child de- 
termines the kind of person or 
adult he will become, but it is the 
summation of every affective im- 
pact upon the sensitive little be- 
ing. The personality of the child 
is molded by the quality of his en- 
vironment, his reaction to this en- 
vironment, his concept of the small 
world which enfolds him, his spir- 
itual development, and all the dy- 
namic mental impressions in their 
interplay. Well directed, the child 
will grow up and become a valu- 
able member of society, if there is 
not too much interference with 
normal and natural growth. 

The child in the beginning of 
his life comes into an already ex- 
isting world possessing a certain 
pattern and culture. The most im- 


portant factor for the child are the 
people engaged in this process of 
living. Naturally his parents are 
the immediate and intimate asso- 
ciates who influence the child in 
his onward way. 


Born An Individual 
As I have said, the child is born 


a separate unit, an individual. In 
comparison with animals, the new- 
born infant is the most helpless of 
all living beings. Everything must 
be done for him. The only thing 
that he instinctively knows is how 
to sleep and how to eat and to cry 
out when he is hungry or in pain, 
or uncomfortably wet. He has no 
knowledge of his own person or of 
the world around him. However, 
a change soon occurs. The child 
notices the world around him. He 
begins to recognize persons and 
objects. He reaches out for a toy 
and feels satisfaction in grasping 
it. With this first act of learning 
or exploring the child begins to 
feel himself an individual who can 
act. He continues to learn and to 
explore and will never stop till 
death. 


This exploration consists, first, 
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in discovering that he has a thumb, 
fingers and toes and that he has 
a mouth and can thrust his thumb 
or other things into his mouth and 
get pleasure in doing it. He rec- 
ognizes that he can see and feel 
and with these new facilities de- 
pendency slowly diminishes. 


He Discovers Things 


Soon he notices that he is not 
alone; there is an active world 
around him. He is unable to un- 
derstand what relationship he has 
with this world and how he fits 
into it. For example, when he is 
nursed at the breast, he probably 
imagines that this breast belongs 
to him and that even his mother 
is a part of himself. 


In recognizing the world around 
him, the child discovers that when 
he cries he gets attention: he 
values this achievement and begins 
to manipulate his environment, de- 
manding the service of people here 
for that purpose. He soon finds 
out that not all people are alike; 
he notes differences in environ- 
ments and the people in them and 
in the relationship of these people 
to himself and to one another. He 
is influenced by the dominating 
figure in his environment, not nec- 
essarily nor always the mother or 
the father. This new little indi- 
vidual autocratically begins to 
command his environment. He 
holds his breath, refuses to eat 
(the hunger strike aped by adults), 
he gets temper tantrums and upon 


his own strength and his success- . 
ful or unsuccessful manipulation of 
the environment depends the fu- 
ture personality as an adult.. To a 
certain degree this personality-en- 
vironment struggle continues 
throughout his life. 


Gradual Learning 


In a child of average intelli- 
gence, intellectual development is 
slow and the processes of educa- 
tion very gradual. A child re- 
peats an experience over and over 
again before starting another one. . 
The child needs a chance for this | 
experience. Alone, a child tries to 
climb up the stairs, tries again and 
again, and rarely falls down and 
hurts himself, but prohibited to 
climb without a helping hand, he 
may some time avoid his super- 
visor upon whom he has depended 
and fall down and injure himself. 


As in analytic treatment, where 
the person has to experience his 
own feelings and cannot just be 
taught mechanisms or dynamisms, 
the child himself soon learns why 
he must not touch a hot stove or 
a knife or anything that will cer- 
tainly cause him pain. If he is 
continually observed, never escap- 
ing supervision, he never learns to 
make his own decisions, he be- 
comes over-cautious and gradually 
develops lasting fears or phobias. 

In his first two years of life the 
child has absolute confidence in. . 
his parents. He regards them as.. 
omnipotent and omniscient. For 
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example, the child is taught that 
sone ‘liquid or condiment is not 
for him. He tastes it and wonders 
how his parents knew. A child 
tries to climb the discarded Christ- 
mas tree. His mother calls out, 
“Watch out, you will fall down,” 
and he falls. He asks, “How did 
you know it?” These cases could 
be multiplied. 


Parents Not Omniscient! 


Then the child begins to notice 
that parents are not quite as om- 
niscient as they should be. They 
promise a punishment or a reward 
arid forget it. A salesman comes 
to the home and mother says the 
father is not in, though he is pres- 
ent. The child recognizes that 
his parent is fearful of thunder- 
storms or lightning. This same 
person who seemed so powerful, 
so strong, so fearless! 

We have to realize the import- 
ance of the spiritual development 
of a child and by this we mean his 
religious affiliation, that is, the in- 
culcation into the child of all those 
moral attitudes which will enable 
him to appreciate spiritual ideas. 

‘I mentioned before the doubt 
and confusion that arise in a child’s 
mind because of the inconsistency 
in the parents’ teaching and their 
example. When a child holds for 
the first time a piece of wood or 
toy, everybody enjoys it; then the 
child holds a valuable vase and 
everybody is upset. 


As a child takes the first step, 
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mother calls father, relations and 
neighbors to tell them the gocd 
news; then the child walks out cf 
the door into the street and he 
gets a spanking—how can a child 
understand this? 

It is very difficult for a child to 
understand why he should go to 
church while his parents are sleep- 
ing on Sunday mornings. A sim- 
ilar confusion may stem from a 
spirit of criticism that some par- 
ents have. It is obviously diffi- 
cult for a child who has enjoyed 
the freedom of early childhood to 
conform to the discipline of the 
school as imposed by _ teachers, 
school authorities and the whole 
educational system. 


Example Best Teacher 


Example is the best teacher for 
children. If the home is a religious 
home and parents pray together 
with their children, they seek to- 
gether the common good of all 
members of the family. 

Some educators and _psychia- 
trists openly claim that the strict 
separation between religious and 
secular schools more than ever 
bears its fruit today. Let me give 
an example. The common evening 
prayer of the infant is: 


Now I lay me down to sleep 

And pray the Lord my soul to 
keep. 

If I sould die before I wake, 

I pray the Lord my soul to take. 


One author points out that this 
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- mentioning of dying can be the 
initiation of fear and phobias and 
‘the cause of a severe maladjust- 
ment. He notes the natural atti- 
tude of a child to ask his parents 
.if they had a father and mother. 
Simply to explain that they are 
dead and gone, is it not less under- 
standable than to say that they are 
in Heaven, which is the ultimate 
goal of all of us? Is it not well to 
close the conversation with a spir- 
itual incentive? 

It is impossible to answer all of 
the questions of children: where 
the wind comes from, the plants, 
the sun, life in nature and under 
water, since no understandable 
cause for the existence of things 
can be given. Is it not much 
easier to state that all things are 
_created by God and that all au- 
thority comes from God? 


If religion is left out of the 
training of the child, the one com- 
_ pelling and real motive for perse- 
_ verance in good behavior is omit- 
ted and all other substitutes offer- 
ed fail to take its place. — 


The most outright materialist 
himself cannot fail to recognize a 
higher power in man than mere 
chemicals; this being admitted, one 
looks beyond the purely material 
for the answer to a child’s problem, 
as to why they may not choose, 
for example, the forbidden pleas- 
ures: which are so alluring. If 
there is nothing higher, why 
should they hesitate 

There can be no true morality 


without religion. Religious motiv- 
es and ideas are indispensable in 
cultivating strength of will and in 
helping later to overcome difficul- 
ties and temptations. Religion is 
not something to be enjoyed by 
a limited number of people. It is 
a real necessity rooted in the very 
nature of man. Therefore, it is 
obligatory for every human being. 
Man has an inherent tendency to 
acknowledge and reverence a high- 
er being, and to rely on parents 
and teachers to properly direct this 
tendency. 


Sex Curiosity 


Closely related but quite oppo- 
site to the question of dying is 
the question, “Where do we come 
from?” Let us emphasize that 
sex education should be taken with 
the same seriousness as any ques- 
tion of spiritual development. Sex 
is as natural as the intake of food 
and other aspects of living, but, 
on the other hand, it is sacred, 
concerned with the basic mysteries 
of life and eternity. 


Today we see many marriages 
shipwrecked; broken homes and 
divorce are unfortunate signs of 
modern society. A boy’s home in 
Washington, originally founded for 
orphan children, today has among 
its sixty boys, two who are half- 
orphans: the others come from 
broken homes, or come because of 
sickness of a parent, and the in- 
ability of the other parent to care 
for these children. 
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We hear of sex crimes and juv- 
enile delinquency and I cannot 
help wondering how much of this 
condition is the result of faulty sex 
education or bizarre attitudes to- 
wards sex or a moral penury bred 
of rigid puritanism. 


The question is no longer “Shall 
we instruct our youth?” but “How 
shall we tell them and how much?” 

Without going into the difficult 
question of whether sex education 
should be part of our educational 
system or how sex education 
should be handled, it is my convic- 
tion that the best educators are 
the parents. 

Sex instruction should be given 
when the child asks for it, and in 
plain common language without 
euphemisms. You call a hand a 
hand, a nose a nose, an ear an ear, 
so call urine urine, bowels bowels 
and not No. 1 and No. 2. 


Sex education is a progressive 
education. What is fitting for a 
5-year old child is not fitting for a 
8-year old child. If there is a 
proper understanding by the par- 
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ents, if there is no excitement or 


emotional upheaval in regard to 
sex questions, sex education can 
be given in the same way as in 
all the other questions of life. 


Sometimes you wonder at the 
blindness of parents. Once a 
mother brought an 18-year old 
girl to my office because of some 
psychiatric disturbance. 
the girl was outside, the mother 
asked that I avoid saying anything 
about sex, as her daughter did not 
know where children came from. 
She really believed it. 


In another case parents came to 
my office very excited and upset, 
telling me that their 19-year old 
married daughter was pregnant. 
They felt that she was a child, 
didn’t know’ what pregnancy 
means, and certainly knew noth- 
ing about raising children. I asked 
them if the marriage was perform- 
ed with their consent and they said 
yes. When I asked if they ex- 
pected their daughter and son-in- 
law to live like brother and sister, 
they were unable to answer. 


The Perfect Squelch 


A Dublin critic of the drama was approached by a con- 
ceited actor whose performance in a new play the critic did not 
particularly favor. “Did you see what a smash hit I was?” 
boasted the conceited one. “Why, I positively had the audience 
glued in their seats!” “Really?” purred the critic. “Quite clever 
of you to think of it.” 
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A Short Story 


It's Up to You 


Mark S. Reardon 


IMMY was staring in the show- 

window of the shoe store on 
State Street at a pair of boys’ rub- 
ber boots. Gee, theyre swell. 
Just my size and lined with red 
wool to keep your feet warm. 
Swallowing, he was turning away 
when the door opened and the 
owner hailed him. 

“Hi, Jimmy! Weren’t around 
yesterday. First time you missed 
a look-see in a coupla weeks.” 

Jimmy frowned. “I went home 
from school another way.” 

‘The shopkeeper shut one eye. 
“Today you take the long one, 
huh?” 

“When I got time and don’t 
have to go some place for my sis- 
ter.” 
“She keeps you hopping. When’s 
your mother goner buy the boots 
for you, Jimmy? She said she was 
goner buy the boots for a birthday 
present.” 

‘“She gave me something else.” 

‘“Oh, yeah? A flea in your ear? 
Your dad’s on a strike?” 

“Maybe. And maybe I said I 
didn’t want the boots and maybe 
she figured they're shopworn.” 

“Shopworn? Two weeks?” The 


merchant bent forward, his hands 

on his hips. “Say that again!” 
Jimmy stepped back, staring at 

the man’s bald pate slicked over 


with pin stripes of red hair, “I 
said, “Maybe.’” 


The storekeeper stood up. 
“That’s better. Strikes are bad 
business.” He placed his hand on 
Jimmy’s shoulder. “But I'll tell 
you what, lad. Tell your mom she 
can pay me when your dad goes 
back to work.” 

Jimmy squared his shoulders. 
“We're cash and carry folks, Mr. © 
Chapman.” 

“Tell your mother anyhow.” 

Jimmy’s eyes moistened. He 
felt his mother’s arm about him 
again and heard her saying, “I 
promised you the boots, son, but—” 
“Please, Mom.” Mr. Chapman 
was calling after him: 

“It’s up to you, kid.” 

The words rang in his ears. Sud- 
denly they took on a new mean- 
ing. Sure it’s up to me! He was 
passing the cash and carry chain 
grocery, and a woman was step- 
ping out, her arms loaded. An 
idea flashed on him. Would it 


work? 
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The following afternoon after 
school, he hurried around to the 
chain store, dragging his home- 
made wagon—a soap box on his 
sister's cast-off roller skates. 


A blonde was hurrying out, car- 
rying bagfuls of provisions, and he 
said, “Like me to deliver your 
groceries, lady?” 

She looked down at his wagon 
and smiled, “That’s very kind of 
you, young man.” 

Pulling the soap-box with her 
stock in it, he trailed her for sev- 
eral blocks. Finally, she opened a 
gate and said, “Here’s where I 
take over. Tl take the things in 
myself. Opening a paper bag, she 
took out a green apple and put it 
in Jimmy’s hand. “For your trou- 
ble.” 

He stared at the sour green 
apple. Pressing his stomach with 
his free hand, he felt sick already 
with the colic. Was it worth 
while? Sour green apples would 
never pay for the boots. A max- 
im flashed on him—If at first you 
don’t succeed—and he was back at 
the store. Now a customer was 
mincing out, pushing a wire cart 
with her purchases in it, and he 
said to himself, No soap. But an- 
other following alerted him for her 
arms were full. 

Stepping over, he pointed to his 
wagon. “Lady, I'll deliver your 
groceries to your house for two 
bits.” 

“Twenty-five cents! Who do you 


think I am — Mrs. Ganderrock?” 
and she strode on. 


Jimmy shook his head. The set- 
backs of business. But he had no 
time for brooding as a prospect 
caught his eye. Canned goods 
were bulging from the bags in her 
arms. He sized her up before he 
doffed his cap. “Lady, Pll roll you 
for fifteen cents.” 


“You can roll me for ten,” she’ 
laughed. 

Ten cents a delivery. A dime 
was all the tariff would bear. Ten 
deliveries to a dollar. .And how 
many bucks did he need? Oh, 
well, every business had its ups 
and downs. 

Once a shrew refused to pay 
him anything and slammed _ her 
door in his face; another time, an 
irate housewife demanded a re- 
fund for a broken egg; but one 
Saturday a lady gave him twenty- 
five cents and when he offered fif- 
teen in change, she said: 

“Keep it for a soda, that is, if. 
you can buy one for fifteen cents 
today.” 

But he didn’t want the extra 
money for a soda. He wanted it 
for the rubber boots. At long last . 
he had enough to pay for them. | 
Knocking off work, he ran home 
as fast as he could with his wagon 
bouncing after him. But when he. 
darted into the house, shouting, 
“Hey, Mom, I got enough moola,” , 
he broke off and drew up stock- : 
still, hearing sobbing coming from 
the kitchen. It was his sister. 
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“Oh, Mama, won't you please? 
I can’t wear these to our high 
school dance.” 

“I warned you, Eva,” Jimmy 
heard his mother say. “You'd only 
make them worse, using that 
cleaning stuff. But no, you won't 
mind me.” 

“Mr. Chapman will let you 
charge them, Mama.” 

“I’ve charged enough this past 
month at the butcher’s and groc- 
er's with this awful strike still on.” 

“Tll die if I can't go to the 
dance.” 

“Eva, stop this! I’ve had enough 
—enough!” 

Jimmy frowned. Never before 
had he heard his mother raise her 
voice in anger. Stepping into the 
kitchen, he saw her, standing be- 
fore the gas range with a wood- 
en skimming spoon in her hand. 
Her face shone crimson but not 
from cooking. 

Seeing him, Eva whimpered, 
“Oh, Jimmy, look!” She held out 
a pair of evening slippers, silver 
once but now streaked and -blotch- 
ed: “Mama won't buy me a new 
pair and I can’t wear these.” 

“You can wear your Sunday 
shoes.” 

die first.” 

“Cut it!” Jimmy ordered. “And 
mind what Mom says.” 

“Everybody's against me! Every- 
body!” 

“Stop bawling, will you? And 
spill the damage.” 

“Oh, Jimmy, you will? You 


will?’ and throwing her arms 
around him, she whispered’ in his 
ear. 


He pushed her away. “Okay!” 
She moved to kiss him, but he 
waved her back. 


“Jimmy,” their mother interpos- 
ed. “I won't let you do this. You 
haven't enough for the slippers 
and boots and you've been slaving 
for—” 

Jimmy shrugged. “ll get the—” 
and he went out. 

That night when his sister was 
waltzing at the high school dance 
and his mother was sleeping in 
bed, Jimmy was waiting up for his 
dad to hear his report on the strik- 
ers’ meeting. He was reading, 
“Washington at Valley Forge.” In 
the book was a picture of the pa- 
triots huddled in the snow around 
a camp fire, reaching their bare 
hands to the wavering flames. 

Those soldiers didn’t have rub- 
ber boots, some didn’t even have 
shoes. Look at their feet wrapped 
in burlap or straw and their blood- 
stained footprints in the snow. 
They didn’t whimper; dad don’t 
whimper; and by jimminy, I won’t 
whimper. 

He recalled a Sunday school les- 
son and paraphrased it to “Get 
thee behind me, rubber boots,” 
but with that denial there swept 
over him an irresistible desire to 
look at those rubber boots for the 
last time. 

Noiselessly he stole out of the 
house. Peering into Chapman’s 
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show-window, he could not see 
the boots. Had they been sold? 
What did he care. He was moving 
away when a light inside the shop 
arrested him. An electric wire 
hanging loose from the wall was 
sputtering like a Fourth of July 
sparkler. In a minute the card- 
board boxes would catch fire. 


He looked around for help but 
the street was deserted. Then he 
recalled that Mr. Chapman lived 
over his store. Ringing the door- 
bell and pushing open the hall 
door, fortunately unbolted, he 
shouted up the walled-in stairway. 


Mr. Chapman appeared at last 
on the landing in his nightshirt. 
“What's all the rumpus about?” 

“Your store! It’s on fire! Hurry!” 

“What? What? My store on fire? 
Don’t stand there gaping! Run and 
give the alarm while I get my 
pants on.” 

Jimmy scurried down the street. 
Not a policeman in sight. Then 
he spied the fire-alarm box. Stand- 
ing on his tiptoes, he could not 
reach the handle. Shinnying up 
the pole. he sprang the alarm. 
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Sliding down, panic seized him. 
What if the store weren't on fire 
and he had sent in a false alarm? 
The cops would nab him and lock 
him up for the night. 


Sirens were already screeching, 
bells clanging, fire pumper and 
hose wagon, hook and ladder were 
thundering down the street. 


Jimmy ran back to the store and 
mingled with the gathering crowd. 
Firemen, wearing hip boots, were 
playing their hose. Hissing sound- 
ed and steam circled overhead. 
Presently, Mr. Chapman popped 
out of the store, mopping his pate 
with a shoe cloth. 

“Fire’s out, folks, and no fire 
sale.” Then he spied Jimmy. “You 
rascal!” Jimmy shrank back, but 
the storekeeper caught him and 
pulled him into the store. “Sit 
down there.” Turning, he snatched 
something from a shelf. “Try these 
on for size.” 

Jimmy dabbed at his eyes. “It’s 
the smoke in here.” 

Mr. Chapman was holding out 
the rubber boots. “But it’s begin- 
ning to snow outside.” . 


Some Day 


In the very center of the Kremlin is a church dedicated to 
the Assumption of Our Lady. It is.no longer used for divine 
services, but some day it shall, and the prophecy of a holy . 
priest and apostle of Mary, Father Maximilian Kolbe, O.F.M., 
Conv., will be fulfilled: “One day you will see the statue of the 
Immaculate in the center of Moscow atop the Kremlin.” 
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Extra Thought ... Added Pleasure 


Cards for Shut-Ins 


Florence J. Johnson 


HAVE always approved of the 
idea of sending cards to our 
shut-in members. I thought it 
would be nice to receive an ava- 
lanche of mail—of cards with sen- 
timental and humorous verses. 

I did until—one day 1 received 
that avalanche of mail. 

At first, it was quite a thrill 
to skim over the verse and look at 
the name to see who had sent it. 
But, after I had seen the same 
card at least three times, but with 
a different signature, I began to 
wonder if maybe this idea of 
sending cards didn’t need a little 
more thought—and I had a guilty 
feeling of the number of times I 
had sent a card when I knew a 
friend was sending a duplicate. 

Card showers should show a bit 
of personality, a touch of thought. 

I mulled over the idea that 
came to me a little while, then 
I decided to act upon it. I still 
send cards—humorous ones, senti- 
mental ones. But, with each card 
goes a little token. It is never ex- 
pensive—a rosary, medal, spiritu- 
ual Jeaflet or pamphlet. 

I have also sent handkerchiefs, 
choosing those with colored bor- 
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ders, so they will be easily found 
among the white bed covers; 
books of stamps for the thank you 
notes; small boxes of seals, (flow- 
ers, birds, etc) to use to decorate 
the plain white notepaper; a tiny 
scrapbook made of light weight 
paper, in which I have pasted 
a collection of jokes and cartoons, 
clipped from magazines; another 
scrapbook held a few brief verses 
clipped from the same _ source; 
small sachets to tuck under the 
pillow. There are any number of 
small gifts, inexpensive but show- 
ing thought. 

I have used the same idea for 
youngsters who are ill. To them, 
I have sent almost duplicate gifts 
of those to adults, adding to the 
assortment, gay ribbon bows, 
small fragrant cakes of soap, (they 
smell so nice when held in hot 
feverish hands) and a new paper 
doll or two for the girls. This, of 
course, wouldn’t appeal to the 
boys. So, to some of them I send 
pictures of animals (I go through 
the advertisements for humorous 
poses) funny riddles, trick puzzles 
to take apart, a gay colored ban- 
danna—it will make a wonderful 
head gear for a pirate. 
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Yes, I still send cards. Maybe Card Showers are nice. The 
the recipient will receive another arrival of the mail is a big moment 
card just like the one I sent. But, in the dull hospital routine. Make 
it won't have the same little extra it extra nice, with a bit of extra 
token. thought. 


‘Amen, Alleluia’ 


A religious order of women all of whose members are 
chronic invalids or physically afflicted in some way, and whose 
motto is “Amen, Alleluia!”—such is the Congregation of Jesus 
Crucified. 


According to the foundress and prioress-general of the small 
French community, Mother Marie of the Sorrows, who recently 
visited America, the Sisters accept it as their special vocation 
to suffer in their bodies for the sake of the Body of Christ, 
His Church. But the nuns’ life is not one of mere Christian 
resignation; its prevalent maod is one of joy—a living exempli- 
fication of the motto “Amen, Alleluia!” 


The Sisters of Jesus Crucified are primarily a contemplative 
order, and the full office, except for Matins, is said daily. Exact 
observance of silence and obedience is required, and all must 
perform work according to their strength, if only for 15 min- 
utes a day. Among the Sisters are paralytics, diabetics, eight 
blind, a number of tuberculosis victims, and two who lost their 
legs in train accidents. But no matter what their physical con- 
dition, all who enter the community are expected to “disregard 
their health entirely’—leaving it to God, the superiors and 
nurses. Thus a Sister asks no questions about the nature of her 
illness or its possible course, or the drugs or treatments re- 
ceived. In fact, she does not pray for a cure—for herself or for 
those around her. 


In this way, by never mentioning the state of their health, 
and by trying to conceal any suffering, the community avoids 
the aspect of the sick room and carries on in a cheerful man- 
ner. “Instead of an atmosphere of mutual commiseration and 
self-pity,” according to the Prioress, “we have one of contagious 
charity, and instead of habitual discouragement and inertia, a 
moral climate of initiative and enterprise.” 
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Our First Obligation to 


Men and Women 


in Service 


Rev. Roger L. Vossberg 


UR men and women in the 
service are not looking for 
sympathy. 

They may miss the comforts of 
home, the joy and peace of fam- 
ily life, and the wonderful free- 
dom of the American civilian. But 
for the most part they do not 
complain. They realize their re- 
sponsibility. They are willing to 
sacrifice. They keep their sense of 
humor. 

There is one thing, however, 
they do expect from all of us at 
home—prayer. 

Prayer is our first obligation to 
our men and women in the ser- 
vice. By our daily prayers and 
sacrifices for them we implore 
God’s guidance, strength, and 
protection. 

They face new duties, new 
temptations, a new routine of life. 
Like everyone else, they need 
God’s wisdom and God's fortitude 
to guide them through the spiri- 
tual and temporal dangers that lie 
ahead. These gifts of God come 
in answer to prayer. 


Remember, spiritual weapons 
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are far more powerful than mili- 
tary weapons to protect our boys 
and assure the world of a stable 
peace. And these spiritual weap- 
ons are right within your grasp 
and no farther away than your 
parish church. 


How about going to Mass and 
receiving Our Lord in Holy Com- 
munion every day for the men and 
women of the armed forces? 

Are you saying your Rosary 
every day, especially now during 
the Marian Year? With other 
members of your family? 

Do you stop for a visit with 
Our Lord in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment every day as you go by a 
Catholic Church? Why not spend 
a quarter-hour or more every’ day 
before Christ in the tabernacle 
and pray for servicemen and for 
peace? 

Be sure to tell the boys in the 
service what prayers you are say- 
ing for them every day. These 
will be their greatest comfort. 

Yes, it is God’s will that there 
be peace, and He said, through 
the angels, that peace comes to 
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“men of good will.” We are men 
of good will if we pray frequently 
and fervently, assist at Mass oft- 
en, and are loyal to His Command- 
ments, 

Our God is a God of peace. 
Christ is the Prince of Peace. To 
Him we must go to get peace. In 
Him we. must confide. Him we 


must beseech to keep away the 
terror, slaughter, devastation, mis- 
eries, and demoralizing effects of 
war. Him we must implore to re- 
place the threats of war with the 
promises of peace. 

And there will be peace if more 
Americans pray, do penance, and 
obey God’s laws. 


Highbrow, half-heartedly congratulating her friend who 
has become engaged: “All the same, I don’t know what you 
can see in him. He doesn’t like Tolstoi, Ibsen, Pirandello or 


Yeats.” 


Fiancee: “No, but he likes me.” 


Wane 


Nie 
Franke Clon 
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“Patience, darling. We'll try again to get your space helmet - 
off papa when he gets back from the office today!” 
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Family Tree 


Something to Be Proud of 


Joseph A. Breig 


“THE other day I received a letter 

from a grade school boy in 
some western state. The lad did 
not waste words. He went direct- 
ly to his point. His note read as 
follows: 


“Dear Sir: Our class is collect- 
ing pictures of great Catholic men 
and women. Will you therefore 
send me your photograph” 

My son Joe, who also is in 
grade school, is likewise no waster 
of words. But he knows his father 
much better than does the western 
boy. 

“Dad,” he said the other day, “I 
wish we were related to somebody 
famous.” 

He paused reflectively then add- 
ed, “Somebody like George Wash- 
ington.” 

Both my son and the western 
boy are wonderful, and both are 
wrong. The western boy has the 
wrong idea of what makes for a 
great Catholic. He thinks that if a 
Catholic can write, he’s great. My 
son is wrong in imagining that we 
are not related to somebody fam- 
ous. 

I think I can point both these 
young men toward a truer view of 
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life by giving an idea of what I 
told my son. 


Related To Washington 


“You're related to George Wash- 
ington, all right,” I said. “You're 
related to everybody. You and 
George Washington are both chil- 
dren of Adam and Eve. So is 
everybody else.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” said 
Joe. 

“I know it’s not what you 
mean,” I replied. “You mean you 
wish you could trace your ances- 
try straight back to somebody like 
George Washington. But don’t 
you know that’s got nothing to do 
with you?” 

“How do you figure?” asked Joe. 

“It wouldn’t make much differ- 
ence if George Washington were 
your father, or your brother,” I 
told him. 

“Don't go through life rating 
people on their relatives. Rate 
them on themselves. What you 
are depends mainly on what you 
make yourself. I don’t mean that 
others can’t help you. They can, 
and they do. That’s what civili- 
zation is for—to help you make 
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something worthwhile: of yourself. 
That’s what the ‘Church is for. 
But they can’t do it for you, you’ve 
got to do it for yourself. And you 
probably won't do it for yourself 
if you go around thinking about 
what your relatives have accomp- 
lished—or haven't accomplished — 
instead of thinking about what you 
yourself should be accomplishing.” 


Outlook On Life 


I paused for a moment of think- 
ing. “Besides,” I went on, “you're 
related to somebody compared 
with Whom George Washington 
-is nobody.” 

“Who?” asked Joe. 

“God,” I said. 

“Oh,” he replied, “I know that, 
but that wasn’t what I meant.” 

“I know, but that’s what I want 
you to think about. That’s the 
way to get the right outlook on 
life. Keep in mind the fact that 
you're a son of God. He made 
you out of nothing. Then baptism 
made you His son. Do you realize 
that you're mentioned in His will 
_as one of His heirs? 

“He wrote His will in blood on 
the Cross, in the person of His 
Son. Christ is God. You’re His 
‘son by baptism. He lives in you, 
and you in Him. Christ is a man, 
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too. Therefore you're His brother 


by birth. 


“You want a great relative? Joe, 
you've got the greatest Relative 
there is. You belong to the royal 
family of the King of Kings. You 
are a member of the noble house 
of the Prince of Princes. You are 
richer than any multi-millionaire 
who ever lived, because you hold 
title to God’s estate. I’m talking 
about heaven, and I'm talking 
about the fact that you're a Cath- 
olic.” 

Greatest Of Relatives 

“I know,” said Joe. 

“Well,” I asked, “it’s true, isn’t 
it? God is your Father. Christ is 
your brother. The Virgin Mary 
is your Mother and your sister. 
St. Joseph is your brother, too. All 
the saints are your brothers and 
sisters. The angels are your your 
. . . Shall we call them your first 
cousins? That’s the only family 
tree that really matters—the family 
tree that has its roots in God, and 
bears the fruit of holy angels, and 
holy men and women. Those are 
the great people. Those are the 
really famous people. They'll be 
famous forever. Great relatives? 
You've got the Greatest!” 


Respect for Convictions 
Those who demand respect for themselves should be the 


first to respect the convictions and practices of others. 


It is 


the only way to reach understanding, which requires not agree- 


ment, but mutual respect.—Rabbi Julius Mark 
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Love Thy Neighbor! 


He Is God's Image 


Rev. Wilfrid Diamond 


s THERE any difference be- 
tween the love of God and the 
love of neighbor? Essentially none. 
Love of neighbor means love of 
God, as He is in our neighbor. 

The command of Christ to love 
our neighbor is not just an after- 
thought or a whim of Christ to 
make life burdensome for us. Far 
from it. It is essentially the same 
as the love of God. You cannot 
love God and hate your neighbor. 
That is a contradiction. 

In the strong words of Saint 
John, “If a man say, ‘I love God, 
and hateth his neighbor, he is a 
liar.” You cannot say a face is 
beautiful when you see it directly, 
and then say it is ugly when you 
see the same face clearly reflected 
in a mirror. 

So it is with God and neighbor. 
Our neighbor is made to the image 
and likeness of God—a spiritual, 
not a_ bodily likeness — because 
every man has a spiritual and im- 
mortal soul, which is made to the 
image and likeness of God. 

This spiritual likeness I must 
try to see, even though it is some- 
times hard to see, like a lily in the 
dark. I may not like the way my 
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neighbor walks or talks or combs 
his hair. I may not like his taste 
in clothes. I may not like his ac- 
tions or political convictions. I 
may not like the things he said 
about me behind my back. 

In short, I just do not like him 
(nor he, me, perhaps for the same 
reasons). But I must try to see 
him in the spiritual likeness of 
God, and love that godly side of 
him. I must love God as He is 
in my neighbor. 

I must also see in him a person 
who has the same eternal destiny 
as I have. He is trying to achieve 
an eternal union with God, whe- 
ther he knows it or not. So am’T. 
We are fellow pilgrims trying ‘to 
live out the same days and hours 
on this same little earth. We 
should do it together for our mu- 
tual advantage. 

I must also see him as a person 
redeemed by Christ, Who died for. 
all men of all times and places. If 
Christ thought enough of him to 
die for him, I should think enough 
of him to be kind to him. x 

Pious nonsense? Try it for five 
minutes and see what a difference 
it makes. Try it for a week, and. 
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those people who now think of a nuisance, not a bore, not an 
you as a beast, will look upon enemy—but a creature whom God 
you as an angel. What a differ- thought enough of to make in His 
ence it would make if everyone own image and likeness.—Paulist 
tried to see in his neighbor — not Information Service. 


The Song of Time 


Today is the full bloom of life. The petals of yesterday 
have shriveled into the past; tomorrow is an unopened bud 
that may be blackened by frosts of fate. The future is but a 
seed, not yet planted, of unknown quantity. But today—today 
is a gorgeous blossom of beauty and fragrance. 


Today is a new page in the book of life. Upon it, and upon 
it alone, you can write a record of your accomplishments. But 
once turned, it is gone forever. 

Yesterday is a page turned. You cannot add one line to it, 
nor erase one word from it. It is closed forever, and can affect 
the new page only in so far as it has affected your heart and 
your courage. Your mistakes and fears of yesterday need not 
be carried forward in the ledger of life. The past holds no 
mortgage on today. 


Today is yours, an unmeasurable treasure house of golden 
opportunities, a sea of unfathomed possibilities, a forest of 
building prospects. Today is the clear note in your song of 
time. 

There are fourteen good, active hours in today, and each 
day. This leaves ten hours for thought and rest. No man has 
yet discovered the limit of accomplishment that may be crowded 
into a day. Today is yours—use it.—Selection from an old 
scrapheok. 


Through Right Channel 


If all the energy involved in the -uncharitable remarks that 
follow meetings of parish organizations were channeled into 
constructive criticism (with a few prayers thrown in for good 
measure) it would almost make the parish a Utopia.—Monsignor 
Joseph A. Durick. 
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Obedience in Character 
Pattern of Your Child 


Sister Mary, LH.M., Ph.D. 


BEDIENCE is undoubtedly the 

central habit for personality in- 
tegration. In its essence, it is the 
bond of relationship between the 
Creator and His creation. 

It is the nature of inanimate ob- 
jects and vegetative life to obey 
the laws of their being with abso- 
lute constancy. In animals this 
nature is expressed in the instincts 
with which they are equipped and 
according to which they act; ani- 
mals must obey these. 

Man, too, obeys the laws of his 
nature; he too, has instincts; but 
he also has intellect and free will. 
He is able to know what he does 
and to do it or not, as he wills. 

When we talk about a child be- 
ing obedient and when we say 
that the formation of this mental 
habit is of greatest importance for 
his personality development and 
integration, we mean obedience to 
God’s Plan in the universe insofar 
as this plan affects him. 

We do not mean whether or 
not the child jumps when you call 
him, whether or not he hangs up 
his things, and the like. We do 
not discount the importance of 
these acts of obedience; we say 
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that if he is to develop obedience 
as a character trait, and if this 
trait is to integrate his personality, 
those who are forming him must 
see the significance of the Divine 
Plan behind each command which 
they give to the child. 


Be Consistent 


Parents frequently expect a 
child to obey when and because 
they speak. Yet, today they say 
something that may not agree with 
what they said yesterday. Their 
inconsistency makes obedience im- 
possible for the child. 

Speaking psychologically, any 
order which you give your child 
is important only insofar as it re- 
flects the Divine Plan. The es- 
sential fact about obedience for 
children will always be, of course, 
that they do as they are told. But 
if this obedience is to benefit the 
child it presupposes another very 
important fact relative to the par- 
ents, namely, that what they tell 
the child is in accord with the Di- 
vine Plan of things as expressed 
in the physical, moral, and social 
orders. 

If parents are arbitrary and set 
up a law of their own for the 
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child to obey, how is he to learn 
the law of the universe? Not con- 
formity to your will but conform- 
ity to God’s Will as manifested in 
His creation, is the end of obe- 
dience. 

If your will is not in conformity 
to God’s Plan, you will have diffi- 
culty with the child. If he dis- 
obeys you, there is conflict be- 
tween you; if he does obey you, 
you have conflict between his ac- 
tions and the Divine Plan. 


‘Some Examples 


Let me clarify this by a few ex- 
amples. The mother wants the 
toddler to be still, not to push or 
pull the furniture or even toys 
about, not to get in to things, ete. 
If he obeys her, he will be passive 
and remain undeveloped; if he 
disobeys her he will be spanked 
often and be crying oftener. In 
either case, since she disregards 
the needs of his nature, she has 
trouble. 


_ Three, or five, or nine year old 
Bobby is deeply absorbed in build- 
ing something. You see his ab- 
sorption but you think nothing of 
it. You would like a can of toma- 
toes from the basement. So you 
call Bobby and tell him to get it 
for you. He doesn’t hear you. 
You are annoyed and call again. 
He looks up and goes to get what 
you asked for. Perhaps he does 
not grumble. Perhaps you even 
say, “Thank you, dear” when he 
comes back. But he doesn’t go 


back to his work or, if he does, 
he fusses with it and then gives 
it up irritably. 

A little later, if you do this oft- 
en enough, you will wonder why 
he never finishes anything, why 
he isn’t interested in anything, 
why ‘he has trouble concentrating 
and wanders about annoyingly 
from one thing to another. 


Four, or six, or eight year old 
Betty is busy playing with her 
dolls. It is bedtime. You an- 
nounce the time and are annoyed 
because Betty doesn’t come at 
once. Before you are through, 
both the child and you are quite 
upset. This will not help the 
child’s quiet rest at all—you won- 
der why she is afraid of the dark, 
why she doesn’t go to sleep, why 


she thrashes about so much all 
night. You do not realize that a 
child needs a transition period 


from absorbing play into another 
activity, especially when that ac- 
tivity is not too attractive. 

Beity should go to bed on time 
but a ten minute warning and a 
two or three minute final warning, 
with time to put things away, will 
adjust the child mentally and phys- 
ically to the change. The point 
here is that we must adjust our 
commands to the needs of the 
child’s nature and the laws which 
govern that. nature. It does not 
mean that we adjust our com- 
mands to the child’s wishes. Espe- 
cially, when we give a command 
or a direction, we must not allow 
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ourselves to be drawn into an argu- 
ment about it, or even an explana- 
tion of it, until the thing is done. 
A quiet “Do it now, dear, and we 
will talk about it afterwards, when 
mother has time” will forestall 
this danger. 

The child knows well that his 
battle not to do what he is told is 
better than half won if you will 
stop to argue or explain. If we 
are foolish enough to stop, then in 
spite of ourselves, we are drawn 
down to the child’s level and some- 
how he wins out on that level. 
This is not good for either the 
parent or the child. Mother be- 


COPYRIGHT 1953 CARTOONS -OF-THE-MONTH 


“What's this- caffeine with the coffee removed?” 


comes an exasperated, irritable, 
nagging person and the child a 
disobedient little dodger of duty. 
Only when we understand, as 
adults and therefore as mature ra- 
tional beings, that we are teach- 
ing the child to obey something 
bigger than either his little self or 
our bigger self, that we are teach- 
ing him to obey the Divine Plan, 
will the child cultivate the type of 
obedience which will integrate his 
personality and give him and the 
family peace of heart and mind, 
the peace which St. Augustine 


years ago called “tranquility of 
order.” 
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Sensible Women Don’t Want It 


The Equality of the Sexes 


‘WONDER if there is any woman 

so foolish as really to want full 
equality of the sexes? She might 
as well want to equalize the heavy 
elephant with the light gazelle. 
She can want it but she won't get 
it. She can’t get it. She’d have to 
undo creation to get it. 


Undoubtedly man and woman 
are absolutely equal in the dignity 
of children of God and heirs to 
eternal happiness in heaven. God 
made them thus equal; but there 
is “an incurable contrast in human- 
ity,” to use a phrase of Chesterton, 
and it was God, too, Who made 
that. 


God-Made Contrast 


And it is from that God-made 
contrast that differences arise, and 
must arise, between the ways of 
life of man and woman, and it is 
because of it that our attitude to- 
wards woman must differ pro- 
foundly from our attitude towards 
man, 


A woman who really wants to 
be on the same footing as a poor 
unfortunate man should try wear- 
ing size nine shoes from the men’s 
department, or she might get a 
razor and see if ’tis any use on 


the beardless face that God gave 
to her. 

No doubt you'll meet an Ama- 
zon now and then who can outdo 
mere men in quite a lot of pecu- 
liarly male activities, women who 
can wield a sledge-hammer with 
all the abandon of the he-est 
he-man, or grow black stubble 
on their chins, or clomp about in 
large size nines; but it has been 
noticed, you know, that such dear 
ladies are most rare exceptions. 

Men sometimes preface with 
apology the statement that the 
home is the ideal place for women. 
I wonder why? Is there something 
wrong with the home? Is it less 
honorable to be a queen at home 
than to be a servant abroad? 


Messed-up World 


Unfortunately men have messed 
up the world so much that many 
women are forced to leave home 
to a great extent these days. And 
until men have returned to sanity 
there is little use preaching to 
women to get back where they 
belong. They can’t live on air, 
you know. As our Holy Father 
said, in an address to women in 
1945, “It is useless to preach 
(woman’s) return to the home as 
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long as conditions continue which 
in many cases force her to remain 
absent from it.” 


We may begin to beg women 
to spare themselves the drudgery 
and slavery of office and factory 
work, when, for example, we have 
succeeded in gaining for them a 
few things like adequate family 
cost-of-living allowances and _ less 
concentration of wealth in the 
hands of so few. 


We Salute Them 


In the meantime, to the women 
who are forced to leave the home 
and work like any horse of a man 
for a boss outside, I take off my 
hat; and I will yield my place to 
them in the bus always and every- 
where, for they are still women 
despite our world’s worst efforts 
to turn them into. men. 


“When a woman, whether mar- 
ried or unmarried, tries stupidly to 
ignore the distinctive qualities with 
which nature has endowed her, 
you get that repellant thing, the 
mannish woman, the woman who 
apes men. 

,. Even when women have to re- 
nounce marriage, or renounce it 
from choice for special reasons, or 


when through circumstances mar- 
ried women are forced to delegate 
to some extent their duties in the 
home and enter into the life of 
politics or business or industry, 
they are not, by such renounce- 
ment or by such compulsion, forc- 
ed to abandon their womanly 
qualities and become unnatural, 
counterfeit imitations of men. 


What God Wants 


It is women who abandon the 
distinctive qualities and character- 
istics of womanhood who lead un- 
critical and boorish men into gen- 
eral churlishness toward modern 
women, They are untrue to their 
very nature and make themselves 
repellant. 


God made woman to be the 
mother of the human race and for 
that end He fashioned her whole 
nature, even her spirit. She must 
be true to that spirit. When she is, 
she commands man’s reverence, 
protection and gratitude. If there 
be women who would spurn that 
reverence and protection and gra- 
titude and de:nand mere equality, 
they betray their sex and deny 
their very nature.—By Custos in 
the Southern Cross. 


“I wish you had telephoned before you called—I’m sorry 


‘for my appearance!” 
“Your ‘appearance?” 


“Yes, if I had known you were coming, I wouldn’t have 


made one.”—T. J. M. 
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Help Your Child Keep His 


Garment of Grace 


Rev. Albert P. Roemer 
Reprinted from the LaCrosse Register* 


N2 tragedy that was ever writ- 

ten, and no calamity that ever 
happened could be compared with 
the one great tragedy that is of- 
ten enacted, unheard and unseen, 
in countless souls. This tragedy 
is the loss of grace. 

The great Pope Leo XIII wrote 
that it was once a common rule 
in Catholic living that souls never 
lost baptismal innocence. But al- 
ready in his day, the late 19th 
century, he stated that it was the 
exception for an individual not to 
lose it. 

Grace can be regained once it 
is lost by sin. But there is only 
one baptismal innocence. When 
destroyed, this can be repaired, 
but it is extremely difficult to re- 
gain it in all of its original lustre, 

A girl prizes the first white dress 
that her mother gives to her. If 
she plays in the mud, climbs trees, 
and rips the garment, the mother 
can clean and mend it. But it may 
never again be like a new dress. 

There is a similarity between 
the mended dress and the mended 
soul. Neither one may have its 


original integrity, charm, and 
beauty. 
In the modern materialistic 


world, many there are who moan 
over ripped dresses. But who is 
there to weep over ruined souls? 

The most important duty of 
parents is not to clothe children 
with the latest fashions, but to 
see that they are clothed with the 
garment of grace, the only fash- 
ion that is pleasing to God. 

Their most important concera 
for their children is not to see that 
they get all the latest vitamins, 
but that they are daily nourished 
on the Eucharistic Bread, so that 
they may grow in this grace and 
never lose it. 


Many parents fail almost totally 
to understand this truth. Material 
realities are visible to their bodily 
eyes; spiritual realities very often 
almost totally escape them. 

In consequence, religion be- 
comes a mere formality to be lived 
through, rather than a way of life. 
Grace and sin become ideas only, 
instead of being apprehended for 
what they really are: Life and 


* LaCrosse Diocesan newspaper, LaCrosse, Wisconsin. 
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death, love and hate, truth and 
lies, light and darkness. 


When God gives parents a child, 
He bestows a marvelous gift. Nev- 
ertheless a newborn child, no mat- 
ter how precious, is spiritually still- 
born. He seems to voice his dis- 
content by coming into the world 
wailing in tears. 

When parents bring their child 
to the baptismal font, something 
tremendous happens, something 
beyond the powers of the imagina- 
tion to conceive. For, at the bap- 
tismal font, a child is given life 
like God's life. 

This life is so far superior to 
the natural life that there is a 
wider gap between them than be- 
tween the animal and human life. 

Although, outward appearance 
remains the same, the child under- 
goes a new birth, which is anal- 
ogous to the eternal birth of the 
Second Person of the Blessed Trin- 
ity. 

His entire being is elevated to 
a condition where it participates 
in a life, compared to which all 
other life is death. It is the life 
of the Blessed Trinity Itself. 

In this state of grace, as in a 
new Garden of Paradise, God lives 
in the soul as the object of its 
pure love. The three Divine Per- 
sons take up their abode, bring- 
ing with them eternal light and 
love. 

Our Lady becomes the Mother 
of this soul in grace, for she is 
truly the Mother of Grace. The 


entire assembly of angels and 
saints come into the closest rela- 
tionship with this child and love it 
as their very own. 


How truly did Our Lord speak 
when He said: “The kingdom of 
God is within you!” God’s king- 
dom, of course, means the King, 
and all the riches and wealth that 
make up His kingdom. Earth 
with its glittering gold and jewels 
is not even dust in comparison 
with the slightest degree of this 
new life of grace. 


The child is meant by God to 
grow, as His Own Son grew, in 
age and wisdom and grace. He 
intends that this life, not the life 
of the world, be the child’s main 
interest and concern. He intends 
this life to develop according to 
the pattern of His own life as set 
forth in the Gospel. 

But what happens to this glori- 
ous life? What becomes of this 
happiness without alloy, to which 
we often look back with some nos- 
talgia in later life as the one time 
when we were blissful in child- 
hood innocence? 

Mortal sin puts a tragic end to 
this life for mortal sin is death in 
all its horror. By sin, St. Paul real- 
istically says, we crucify Christ to 
ourselves and make of the Cross 
of Christ a mockery. 

To see the true nature of sin, 
cne must look at the crucifix. 
Christ, broken and torn in body, 
white and lifeless, reveals mortal 
sin for what it is in our souls. The 
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GARMENT 


spirit of evil wreaked his ven-- 
geance on Our Lord, leaving Him - 


a corpse. 

By mortal sin, especially sin 
that is malicious and persevered in 
for a long time, a person takes on 
a likeness to this same spirit of 
evil, just as by grace He has tak- 
en on the likeness of Christ. 

To get another idea of the same, 
picture grace in the beautiful scene 
of the Nativity, where Jesus is 
loved and cherished. 

Picture sin in the person of Her- 
od, who desired to invade this 
scene of bliss and happiness to 
murder the Infant. Imagine Her- 
od to have accomplished his pur- 
pose with regard to the Christ- 
child. 

That gives us a picture of what 
happens to the innocence of child- 
hood when ruined by sin! Not 
only is there a murder, but a 
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Deicide—the putting to death of 
God. 

Not only is there the devastation 
and the bloody scene of violent 
death, but also the fearful re- 
morse, the despair, and the pangs 
of conscience that haunt the mor- 
tal sinner like so many ghosts who 
terrify him, and yet whose slave 
he must be. 

The object of his love, the 
source of his happiness, the foun- 
tain of living water, the Divine 
Persons indwelling in His soul — 
all has been desecrated. No won- 
der the depression of spirit that 
follows. 

Would to God that parents who 
read this simple exposition of 
grace and sin do all in their power 
to be parents in the truest sense 
of that word, that is, to be cus- 
todians of the divine life in their 
children. 


Quotoons 


0. A. Battista 


Many persons who spend the day complaining about a head- 
ache frequently may be found spending the evening getting 


ready for another one. 


Some people waste a lot of time talking about themselves 
even though they’d much prefer to have you do it. 


An opportunist, often, is a chap who did exactly what you 


thought he should have done. 


Girls who dress to kill not infrequently cook that way too. 


Life is full of the unexpected. The only things that are 
sure to come off are death and buttons. 


Another Great Marian Feast 


The Annunciation 


Michael Monday 


N March 25 we celebrate an- 

other of our Blessed Mother’s 
feast-days, the Annunciation. On 
this day a plenary indulgence may 
be gained by the faithful (under 
the usual conditions of confession 
and Communion) as often as they 
visit any church dedicated to the 
Blessed Virgin Mary and pray for 
the intentions of the Pope. In mis- 
sion areas where there is no church 
or shrine dedicated to Mary, the 
indulgence may be gained through 
a visit to any chapel. 

Pope Pius XII composed a spe- 
cial prayer to the Blessed Mother 
for the Marian Year. For those 
who may not have it, we repro- 
duce it here: 


Official Prayer 


Enraptured by the splendor of 
your heavenly beauty, and impell- 
ed by the anxieties of the world, 
we cast ourselves into your arms, 
O Immaculate Mother of Jesus and 
our Mother, Mary, confident of 
finding in your most loving heart 
appeasement of our ardent desires, 
and a safe harbor from the tem- 
pests which beset us on every side. 

Though degraded by our faults 
and overwhelmed by infinite mis- 


ery, we admire and praise the 
peerless richness of the sublime 
gifts with which God has filled 
you above every other mere crea- 
ture from the first moment of your 
Conception until the day on 
which, after your Assumption into 
heaven, He crowned you Queen 
of the Universe. 

O crystal Fountain of Faith, 
bathe our minds with the eternal 
truths! O Fragrant Lily of All Holi- 
ness, captivate our hearts with 
your heavenly perfume! O Con- 
queress of Evil and Death, inspire 
in us a deep horror of sin which 
makes the soul detestable to God 
and a slave of hell! 

O Well Beloved of God, hear 
the ardent cry which rises up from 
every heart in this year dedicated 
to you. Bend tenderly over our 
aching wounds. Convert the wick- 
ed, dry the tears of the afflicted 
and oppressed, comfort the poor 
and humble, quench hatred, sweet- 
en harshness, safeguard the flower 
of purity in youth, protect the 
holy Church, make all men feel 
the attraction of Christian good- 
ness. In your name, resounding 
harmoniously in heaven, may they 
recognize that they are brothers, 
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and that the nations are members 
of one family, whereupon may 
there shine forth the sun of a uni- 
versal and sincere peace. 


Receive, O Most Sweet Mother, 
our humble supplications, and 
above all obtain for us that one 
day, happy with you, we may re- 
peat before your throne the hymn 
which today is sung on earth 
around your altars: You are all 
beautiful, O Mary! You are the 
glory, you are the joy, you are the 
honor of our people! Amen. 


A partial indulgence of five 
years may be gained every time 
the Holy Father’s prayer is recit- 
ed devoutly and with contrite 
heart. A plenary indulgence may 
be gained under the usual condi- 
tions on Mary’s special feasts and 
on any Saturday of the Marian 
Year as often as one makes a pil- 
grimage in a group to a church or 
shrine dedicated to Mary. 


The Annunciation 


The feast of the Annunciation 
commemorates the visit of the 
Angel Gabriel to Mary, whom he 
saluted with the words “Hail, full 
of grace!” The word “annuncia- 
tion” signifies “declaration” or 
“announcement’—in this case of the 
fact that God the Son was to be 
born of Mary. 


At the very moment in which 
the fact was announced, it actually 
took place. So in commemorating 
the Annynciation we really com- 


memorate the Incarnation of God 
the Word. 


St. Luke speaks of Mary as “es- 
poused” to Joseph, and, on this 
ground, some persons think that 
she was still unmarried. But the 
great majority of Catholic scholars 
believe that the word “espoused” 
must not .be emphasized; that 
Mary, when the Angel came, was 
already St. Joseph’s wife and liv- 
ing in his house. 

St. Ambrose tells us that the 
salutation “Hail, full of grace,” was 
unknown before. “It was reserved 
for Mary alone,” he says, “for 
rightly is she called full of grace, 
who alone obtained grace merited 
by none, save only her, that she 
should be filled with the Author 
of Grace.” 

At first Mary was disturbed by 
the Angel’s salutation, and even 
when told that she was to be the 
Mother of God, replied, “How: 
shall this be, since I know not 
man?” 

Outstanding teachers point out 
that Mary did not, like Zachary, 
show a lack of faith. She accept- 
ed the fact of the angel’s an- 
nouncement, and only inquired 
about the manner of its accomp- 
lishments. 

According to common belief, 
Mary had made a vow of virginity, 
which she was anxious to keep, 
although, as St: Bernard tells us,’ 
she was willing to surrender it a 
God’s bidding. 

The Angel told Mary that the 
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Child was to be conceived by the 
operation of the Holy Ghost. Mary 
herself was to supply all which an 
ordinary mother supplies for the 
formation of her child’s body, so 
that Mary is truly the Mother of 
God. 


The mystery of the Annuncia- 
tion was accomplished when Mary 
said, “Behold the handmaid of the 
Lord; be it done unto me accord- 
ing to Thy will.” At that moment 
the Son of God was hypostatically 
united to a human nature. 


Why We Honor Mary 


We should note the careful af- 
fection with which the Church 
(which is Christ, after all) recalls 
each incident in the life of our 
Blessed Mother. She is honored 
with a special Mass, with candles 
and flowers, with music and in- 
cense. 


One of the most tragic conse- 
quences of the 16th-century reli- 
gious revolt, from our point of 
view, was the complete cutting off 
of millions of Christians from 
Mary. They kept Christ and the 
Bible for the most part, but for 
some reason or other practically 
all of the first Protestants ostra- 
cized His Mother. 

It was a complete break with 
the past, for even in the catacombs 
—those underground galleries in 
Europe where the Christians used 
to worship in time of persecution— 
even there we find pictures 
scratched on the walls and show- 


ing, sometimes, just the Blessed 
Virgin, sometimes the Madonna 
with her Child, and crowned with 
a halo. This was a Christianity 
that was close to the sources, so 
it can’t be held that devotion to 
the Blessed Mother was a develop- 
ment of later centuries. 


“Behold,” she had told her cous- 
in Elizabeth, “henceforth all gen- 
erations shall call me_ blessed” 
(Luke 1:48). The first Christians 
were vividly conscious of that pro- 
phecy. 


That’s why in all the sacred lit- 
urgies, East and West, we find 
invocations addressed to the Moth- 
er of God: the Armenians venerate 
her, and the Romanians, the Ruth- 
enians, the Russians, and the Syr- 
jans, whether Orthodox or Cath- 
olic. This shows that devotion to 
Mary must have flourished from 
the very time of Christ, in both 
the Oriental and the Latin 
Churches. 


And -why not? In honoring the 
mother and singing her praises we 
certainly don’t take anything away 
from her Son. The fact is that we 
honor her precisely because of her 
Son. We can’t come near her 
without bending our knee to the 
Infant in her arms. And, like any 
good Son, Jesus is pleased with 
marks of favor shown to His moth- 
er. How could He be otherwise? 
Should we expect resentment or 
jealousy on His part? 

“There is this broad fact the 
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other way,” said Cardinal New- 
man—“that if we look through 
Europe, we _ shall find, on the 
whole, that just those nations and 
countries have lost their faith in 
the divinity of Christ, who have 
given up devotion to His mother, 
and that those on the other hand, 
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who had been foremost in her 
honor, have retained their ortho- 
doxy . . . In the Catholic Church 
Mary has shown herself not the 
rival, but the minister of her Son; 
she has protected Him, as in His 
infancy, so in the whole history of 
the religion.” 


Forgot to Pray 


I fergot t’ pray t’day—an’ ever’thing went wrong. Ev’n 
the ojd red bird held back his usual song. ’Course, I wuz purty 
busy, but I didn’t get nowhere, an’ now I know the reasons—I 
didn’t say a prayer. 

I’m jist enough old fashioned to b’lieve you have to pray 
if you wanta have things go alright, when you start the day. 
An’ I kinda think the lovin’ Lord sorta likes t’ be talked to 
with kindly words, jist like you and me. 


When we stop an’ figger—we don’t own a thing! There ain’t 
an earthly p’session to which we can cling an’ say, “This is 
mine—all mine—ferever I c’n keep it!” An’ it don’t matter 
what we sow, we’re just that sure t’ reap it. 

Don’t matter if we’re cripples, er even *bout to die, ther’s 
a better way 0’ livin’ if only we will try. An’ we c’n go on livin’ 
in a sort o’ pleasant way, but one thing is important—jist don’t 
fergit t’ pray.—Leon Brown in Lafayette Leader. 


It May Not Happen 


Many folks worry about things that never happen. It is like 
the patient in the mental hospital, holding his ear close to the 
wall, listening intently. The attendant finally approached. 

“Sh!” whispered the patient, beckoning him over. 

The attendant pressed his ear to the wall for a long time. 
“T can’t hear a thing,” he finally said. 

“No,” replied the patient, “it’s been like that all day!” 


~ 


The Family 
Apostolate 


Roman Rota—More than a third 
of the 170 marriage cases decided 
by the Sacred Roman Rota in 1953 
were handled without charge for 
the petitioners, according to a re- 
port published by the Vatican 
Press Office. The Rota is a court 
of appeals from diocesan tribunals 
in matrimonial cases. 


Seventy-six, or 44.7 per cent of 
the Rota’s decisions declared the 
nullity of marriages, while 94, or 
55.3 per cent, upheld the validity 
of marriages which were challeng- 
ed before the court. 

Twenty-five of the 76 affirma- 
tive cases, or those in which mar- 
riages were found to be null, were 
dealt with gratuitously as also 
were 43 of the 94 cases in which 
opposite decisions were handed 
down. In addition to these cases, 
28 decrees on incidental matters 
were issued by the high tribunal. 


While the Rota is not limited to 
matrimonial matters, the prepond- 
erance of its work actually con- 
sists of such cases. Only'seven de- 


cisions on other than matrimonial 
matters were rendered in 1953, 
bringing the total for the year ‘to 
177. 

In handling cases free of charge, 
the Rota adheres to a longstand- 
ing tradition of assuring a_ hear- 
ing for persons unable to bear the 
expenses of a trial. 

Cases which were introduced 
before the Rota during the past 
year numbered 337, all but 16 of 
them having to do with the mar- 
riage bond. Two hundred of the 
cases were Italian, and the remain- 
ing 137 originated from other 
countries. 

% * * 

Thanks for Safe Delivery—About 
forty obstetricians of all religious 
denominations at St. John’s Hos- 
pital, St. Louis, attended the tenth 
Mass of Thanksgiving to commem- 
orate the passing of another year 
without the death of a mother in 
the obstetrical department of the 
hospital. Father John J. Flanagan, 
S.J., executive director of the Cath- 
olic Hospital Association of the 
United States and Canada, offer- 
ed the Mass and delivered the 
sermon in the hospital chapel. Ob- 
stetricians who had delivered at 
least one baby during 1953 of- 
fered thanks during the Mass that 
the year had been completed with- 
out the loss of a mother. Not 
since January, 1949, has a mother 
died in the hospital obstetrical de- 
partment. 


Originated in 1944 at St. John’s 
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‘Hospital, the Mass is being observ- 
ed this year on a national scale. 
Similar Masses will be offered in 
some 50 Catholic hospitals in the 
United States. St. John’s Hospital 
records show that some 2,618 
mothers gave birth to 2,648 chil- 
dren, including 30 sets of twins. 
The number of twins set a record 
for the hospital. The Sisters of 
Mercy operate St. John’s Hospital. 


* * * 


Six Sets of Twins—The sixth set 
of twins in eight years of marriage 
was born to Mr. and Mrs. Paul 
Tremblay, thirty-one year old cou- 
ple of Ile d’Alma, Canada. Each 
set of twins has been a boy and 
girl. One child died several years 
ago. They had one single birth, 
leaving them now with a total of 
twelve children. Because the fa- 
ther has not been able to get full 
employment, the Quebec govern- 
ment is now giving them a federal 
family allowance check of $60 
each month. 


A year ago volunteer masons 
and carpenters joined to complete 
the attic of the Tremblay home 
and thus add three rooms to the 
original three rooms of their home. 
The parents and all the children 
are reported in excellent health. 

* * 


Family Quarrel Films — From 
London comes the news that fam- 
itv quarrels are being filmed—to 
help end them. Four films, ae- 
cording to the N.C.W.U. Bulletin, 


APOSTOLATE 


already have been made in a small 
provincia] town. They consist of 
a succession of slides that last for 
five minutes, with a sound track 
on a phonograph record. 


An official of the Central Coun- 
cil for Health Education, said: 
“We have used the voices of ac- 
tors, but the people are the real 
people with those problems. And 
they found, by acting them out, 
they were on their own way to 
solving them.” 

None of the films gives an an- 
swer. They just pose a problem 
that many persons come up against 
in everyday life. These problems 
are then discussed by the clubs 
and other groups that have rented 
the films.—The Bulletin, N.C.W.U. 


* * * 


“Catholic Family in Uniform’— 
The sanctity and dignity of Chris- 
tian marriage is the theme of a 
new publication “The Catholic 
Family in Uniform” issued by the 
National Catholic Community Ser- 
vice. 

“The Catholic Family in uni- 
form” was written for NCCS by 
Rev. Dr. Edgar Schmiedeler, O.S. 
B., director of the Family Life Bur- 


eau, National Catholic Welfare 
Conference, and Father (Col.) 
Constantine Zielinski, O.F.M. 


Conv., U.S. Air Force Chaplain. 
Father Zielinski is former chair- 
man of the NCCS Chaplains Com- 
mittee on Religious Program. Doc- 
tor Schmiedeler, along with his 
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work with family groups over 
many years as a sociologist, author, 
and head of the N.C.W.C. Family 
Life Bureau, has had many oppor- 
tunities for observing the military 
family in action, through visits 
arranged by NCCS to military in- 
stallations and USO clubs. He has 
served as contributing Editor to 
The Family Digest since its be- 
ginning. 

The 88-page booklet dealing 
with the ingredients of family 
team-work which hold a home to- 
gether, endeavors to bolster the 
“oneness” of service families in 
meeting the pressures and hard- 
ships of military service over a 
prolonged period of time. 


% 


Causes of Our Woes—A nun 
who has taught in the same gram- 
mar school at Camden, New Jer- 
sey, for 55 years attributes the 
breakdown in many modern fam- 
ilies to such things as television, 
automobiles for the children, and 
easy credit-buying. Simple . homes 
of an earlier day often were hap- 
pier homes, commented Sister 
Mary Bernard of St. Mary’s School. 
Today’s extravagances, she de- 
clared, “particularly the borrow- 
ing of money and the use of in- 
stallment buying, have been the 
ruination of many families.” 


Commenting on the wants and 
needs of today’s children, the nun 
who has taught more than 2,000 
over three generations, said a 


child who is troublesome is “hun- 
gry for love or hungry for food.” 
She added: “A child may have a 
beautiful home and all the food 
he wants, but if there is no real 
love in the home, the child may 
become troublesome.” Because of 
the pressure of outside influences, 
she concluded, today’s children 
“lack the foundation children had 
a few decades ago.” 


Family’s Rights in Education—. 
The rights of the family in the 
education of children were brought 
to the attention of the United Na- 
tions by James Price, who was re- 
cently named consultant to the UN 
by Pax Romana, International 
Catholic Movement of Intellectu- 
als and Students. Mr. Price spoke 
before the UN sub-commission on 
the prevention of discrimination, 
which is currently discussing the 
broad outlines and the method- 
ology of a study on discrimination 
in the field of education. 


He recalled that, according to 
Article 26 of the Universal Declar- 
ation of Human Rights, parents 
have a prior right to choose the 
education of their children. Ho 
said that the attitude of Pax Ro- 
mana was that the family has “the 
right to be able to choose freely, 
and according to its legitimate as- 
pirations, regarding the level and 
type of education and between 
public and private schools enjoying 
equal status and rights.” 
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‘They Are Very Many! 


exclaims Our Holy Father, Pope Pius XII, 
speaking of today’s homeless and war stricken— 


“More insistently than ever at this hour, 
the agony of the so-called ‘DISPLACED’ is a summons 
to prompt and responsible community action!” 


In answer to this plea an appeal will be made again 
this year on Laetare Sunday, March 28th, for the 


Bishops’ Fund For Victims of War 


YOUR continued generosity will mean that 
during 1954 help can be brought to these 
“very, very many” around the world: 


@ 4,000,000 homeless South Koreans; plus 1,000,000 
who can never return to the Communist North; 


® 4,500,000 refugees from Red China in Hong Kong 
and Formosa; 


® uncounted victims of the ‘hot war’ in Vietnam; 


© 2,500,000 Escapees from East Europe, crowded into 
West Germany with 8,000,000 remaining Expellees; 


® Italy’s so-called ‘surplus’ millions; 


® the near-million Arabs still homeless in the Near- 
east! 


FOR THESE MILLIONS whose very lives 
depend on the measure of help 
each of us can procure for them— 


Fill the cup of YOUR Charity on March 28th! 
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Reading for Lent 


Lent starts March 3rd this Marian year 


PROFIT SPIRITUALLY 


(0 The Marian Year. The Encyclical, Of- 
ficial Prayer and indulgences. 10c 


( Prayers of the Mass. Hancy pocket 
guide for daily reference. 10c 


(The Holy Hour (4 forms) for public 
and private devotion. 10c 


(C Stations of the Cross. Handy pocket 
— with meditations by Father 
onroy. 10c 


(CD Spiritual Guide for the Rosary. For 
greater appreciation and devotion 
when you ponder the mysteries. 10c 


(0 The Seven Last Words. Meditate rev- 
erently, assisted by Bishop Sheen. 10c. 


(0 The Life of Jesus. An inspiring, de- 
votional book, well illustrated and 
paper bound. $1 each. 


(.) Novena Holy Hour. Get more out of 
every service with this handy rnanual. 
15¢ each. 


(CD The Way of the Cross. This Scriptural 
Edition is recommended for public 
and private devotions. 10c each. 


(J Theat Backward Collar. Learn more 
about the priest’s side of religion. 
Very good, interesting reading. 10c 


() What the Mass Means. Understand 
fully the real meaning, to help +? 
attend Mass more reverently. 35c 


with these valuable book aids 


(J Three Hours’ Agony. Have your own 
copy for devotions on Good Friday. 
Ideal for reverent meditation. 25c 


(CD Mysteries of the Rosary. Do you re- 
member them? Refresh your mem- 
ory and meditate properly on each 
one. 10c each. 


(0 A Guide for Confession. Get the hab- 
it of using this handy manual to 
make each confession complete. 10c 


() Communion Prayers for Everyday. A 
group of refreshing new prayers and 
devotions for everyday use. 10c 


() Little Prayers with Plenary Indul- 
gences. One of the handiest, most 
valuable pamphlets you will ever 
cwn! 10c each. 


(CO Father Smith Instructs Jackson. A 
cumpiete refresher-course on the 
Catholic faith, in popular question- 
and-answer form. Ideal for convert 
reading. $1 each. 


(CD Short Prayers for Busy People. Carry 
it in your pocket cr purse. You'll 
want to use it each day. 10c each. 


(CO The Queen of Seven Swords. Pishop 
Sheen’s meditations provide many 
moments of serious devotion. 10c 


CZ Forgiven. The full meaning of repen- 
tance and God's forgiveness. 10c each. 


Order All 20 Books for only $4.00! 


: Postage included. Regular $4.25 value! x 


Our Sunday Visitor 


HUNTINGTON, IND. 
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